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Young Wild West Ruling a Ranch
OR, ARIETTA AND THE COW GIRLS
BY AN OLD SCOUT
CHAPTER I.-Our Friends Meet the Cowgirls.
"How does that strike you, Et?"
The speaker was Young Wild West, the wellknown boy hero, who was called the Champion
Deadshot of the West, and Arietta Murdock, his
. ,golden-haired sweetheart, was the person
aadressed. The two had just brought their
horses to a halt at the top of a rise on the grasslands of southeastern New Mexico, and were looking straight ahead over the rolling prairie.
Just ahead about a mile from them a number
of riders could be seen driving a herd of cows
and calves toward a stream of water that lay a
mile to the right. But it was the fact that the
riders were girls, instead of cowboys, that caused
the young deadshot to make . the remark. There
were five of them, and they surely showed that
they understood the business they were engaged
in.
"Cow girls, Wild," Arietta answered, after
looking at them for a moment. "There must be
a scarcity 0f men and boys in these parts."
"Probably. Or the girls may be doing the work
more for amusement than anything else. We'll
wait and see what the r est have to say about it."
Young Wild West turned in the saddle and
looked down the sharp hill he had ascended with
his sweetheart. Riding up it were Cheyenne
Charlie, the scout, and his wife, Anna. Close
behind them came Jim Dart and Eloise Gardner,
his sweetheart, while well in the rear at the
foot of the slope came Hop Wah, and Wing Wah,
the two Chinamen, leading a pair of pack-horses.
Wild and Arietta had indulged in a little race
to the top of the hill, leaving the rest of the
party to proceed more leisurely. The boy had
held Spitfire, the gallant sorrel he always rode,
in check, thus permitting his sweetheart to win
with her cream-white broncho by half. a length.
But the two forgot all about the little race the
moment their eyes fell upon the cowgirls driving
the cows and calves toward the stream.
!'What are you lookin' at?" Cheyenne Charlie
called out, as he put his horse to a faster gait
and rapidly neared them.
"Come and see," Arietta answered, laughingly.
Then they all galloped to the top of the rise
and saw what had attracted the attention of the
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"Girls driving cows," Anna observed, somewhat
surprised.
"Y'ou have got that rig,ht, gal," her husband
answered, quickly. "By the looks of 'em they're
doin' about as good as if they was men, too.
Look at that one there. She's roped a calf, as
sure as guns."
The scout was right. One of the girls had
swung off to the left a little and an obstinate
calf that had turned away from the beret was
roped by her in a jiffy. Amused and interested,
the party of riders. remained at the top of the
hill for a few minutes. Then Young Wild West
nodded to them and said:
"It strikes me that there is a ranch close by.
I wouldn't be surprised if we found it the other
side of that stripe of timber. But we'll ride on
over and join the cowgirls. Come on."
"Whattee mattee, Misler Wild?" one of the
Chinamen called out, as he came up just as they
were about to ride on.
"Nothing, Hop," was the reply.
"Oh, me see. Allee samee Melican girls dlive
um cows. Lat velly necee, so be."
Then Hop smiled blandly, and looked at his
brother Wing, who was sitting upon the back of
his cayuse, lhis face as solemn as that of an owl.
But Wing paid no attention to him. The fact
was he was entirely unlike Hop. Once upon a
time he had prided himself on being "allee samee
a Me!ican sport," but when Hop appeared and so
easily overshadowed him, he had settled down
and beclime very quiet, attending strictly to the
work he was expected to do and minding his own
affairs in general.
Hop was a born practical joker, and a very
clever sleight-of-hand performer or magician as
well, and that is proof enough that he was far
above the average of his race in intelligence as
well as a few other lines. He was now doing
his best to get his brother into a conversation,
but Wing was obstinate, and even when he was
addressed he pa'id no attention. Meanwhile those
ahead were now well down to the foot of the hill,
so the two Chinamen rode down after them, forcing ·the somewhat tired pack-horses to a faster
gait.
Our friends had scarcely started down the slope
wlien they were seen by the cowgirls, who at
once brought their horses to a halt and sat in
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their saddles watching them. There may have
been a couple of hundred cows and calves in the
herd, but they were all now moving toward the
stream, so reaJly there was nothing for the girls
t& do just then. Wild and Arietta put their
horses to a faster clip, and then all save the
Chinamen started after them. In a very short
time they rode up to the waiting cowgirls, and
Young Wild West promptly took off his hat and
called out :
"How are you ladies? I reckon there must
be a ranch somewhere close by."
"I reckon so," one of the girl s answered, in
a musical but somewhat drawling tone of voice.
"Jackson's ranch is just the other side of the
timber there. That's where we hail from."
She might have been twenty-two years of age,
and was tall and supple, as they could see, even
though she was in the saddle. The girl was not
what might be called pretty, though her companions were all inclined to be that way and
seemed to be slightly younger. All of them gazed
with undisguised curiosity at the newcomers,
paying strict attention to the three girls in the
party.
"Out for a little exercise, I suppose," the
young deadshot said, after a rather lengthy
pause, for no one seemed inclined to say anything.
"Our regular exercise of iate, I reckon," was
the quick reply. "Goin' to stop at our ranch
for a wihle ?"
"If we can be accommodated we'll be giad to
stop until to-morrow."
"Oh, why don't you stay longer? I see you
have gals with you. We're all just dyin' to meet
some of our own sex. It's mighty tiresome here
on the ranch at times, and I just _hope you'll
stay a week or so."
The others nodded, and then began talking in
whispers. Wild thought it would be a good idea
to introduce himself and companions, so he presently did so. The girls showed considerable surprise, and then the eldest one, who had been doing
all the talking, gave a satisfied nod and said:
"We've heard of you people, but we never expected to see you. I reckon you'll stay longer
than to-morrow at our ranch once you git there.
We won't let you get away, you know."
She said this laughingly, but showed plainly
that she meant it. Then as if she had just
thought of it she looked at the young deadshot
and added:
"You have told us who you are, so now I think
I'd better tell vou who we are. I'm John Jackson's oldest daughter, and my name is Sally.
This is Jane, and she's next to me in age. That
one there is Maggie, and the one with the roped
calf is Mandy, while the one as looks a whole
lot like her is Ruth. Them two is twins, as
most likely you could guess if you looked at 'em
sharp. We're all sisters, and I'm the oldest, as
I said before. But, we was born pretty close together, I think, since there ain't over a year's
difference between any of us, exceptin' Mandy
and Ruth, who was born at the same time, of
course."
This was rattled off in a free and easy way,
and our friends could not help smiling at the
•
girl's earnestness.
"Hasn't your father any men to take care of

the cattle?" Arietta a sked, when she had come
a little closer to the group.
"Yes, he's got three or four men workin' fo·r
him, but they ain't enough to keep things goin'.
They're out south of the ranch tryin' to git together a herd of steers that got stampeded tw9
or three days ago by a little fire that started on
the range. But that don't make no difference.
We help dad out, don't we?" and she turned tQ_
her sisters.
"Yes," came the reply from all of them.
"There isn't anything else for us to do, you
know," Sally went on, shaking her head somewhat
sadly. "There's mother and Aunt Maria at the
ranch, and they're enough to keep things in order
there, so we just help dad out on the range.
This Christmas we'rf! all goin' down to El Paso to
spend two weeks with some relatives there, an'
then we'll have the time of our lives, you bet."
It was now four o'clock in the afternoon, and
when Sally Jackson .saw our hero look at his
watch she gave a nod and said:
"I reckon we had better be movin'. We want
to git this bunch of cows an' calves over to the
creek, sc they kin have a chance to drink an'
-then we're goin' to drive 'em on down the 'trail
to the corral, which is only about a mile an' a
half from here. You folks ride on over to the
ranch, an' you kin bet that you'll get a good welcome. Just tell dad, if he's there, that you met
:us. Tell mother and Aunt Maria, too, if you like
.and don't forgit to tell 'em that we'll be ther~
in an hour."
· "We are in no hurry, Miss Jackson, so if you
don't mind, we'll ride along with you. Might
hu:r;ry thii:igs along a little, perhaps.;,
"Oh, the cows will go all right now, and the
calves are bound to foJlow 'em. That one over
there that Mandy" had to go an' rope jest for
the fun of it got a little cranky, but there wouldn't
have been no fear but what the critter would
have come alo11g with the rest."
Mandy · looked somewhat confused, and dismounting, took the rope from the neck of the
calf. Then she swung herself into the saddle
with the ease and grace of an accomplished rider
and was ready to go on.
Young Wild West and his friends were more
than pleased to come upon the group in such an
unexpected manner. While they very often met
cowgirls, this was the first time they ever saw
so many engaged in real ·work. Sally and her
~isters had no ~bjections to the party accompanymg them, ~o without any further waste of time
they started on after the herd, most of them talking freely with our friend s. But it did not take
very long- for Arietta, Anna and Eloise to draw
them ou~ completely, and by the time they got
to the httle stream they acted very much like
old-time fri ends.
. The cows were given a chance to drink, all
hands dismounting to wait for them, and then
half an hour later the herd was turned down
a beaten cattle trail that ran along close to the
edge of the stream, and through the timber strip.
It did not take long to get to the other side of
the timber, and once they did our friends saw
a very comfortable-looking ranch-house at the
foot of a small hill that was thickly wooded not
more than a mile away. Near the house were the
necessary buildings that go to make up a cattle
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ranch of medium proportions, and everything
see~ed to look very neat.
''Quite a place your father has1 here," Wild
observed, as he rode up close to Sallie, who had
been riding at Arietta's side since they started
the cows after letting them drink.
"Yes, he expects to be out of debt in another
month, and then what money he makes will be
his. If it wasn't that ther,e was some kind of
~ble turnin' up every now an' then he would
be all right, he says. But you see, ther e's mighty
bad men in this world. Quite a few of 'em come
sneakin' around these parts very often."
"Cattle thieves?"
·
"Yes, and other kind of thieves, too. But you'll
:find out all about it after dad's talked to you
a while."
The young deadshot did not see fit to question
her any further. But he was greatly interested
in what she said, for nothing pleased him better
than to have the opportunity to rout rustlers and
other lawless men who made themselves unbearable to honest people. They had almost reached
the ranch-house when two horsemen suddenly appeared from behind one of the big buildings not
far from the house, and came galloping straight
toward the party.
"There you are, Maggie," Sally Jackson called
o~ suddenly, as she turned to her. sister of that
:ri'1fine. "He's goin' to ti·y it ag'in, I reckon."
Maggie's face turned a deep cri.mson, and she
instantly showed signs of uneasiness.
"You see," Sallie went on to say, nodding to
Arietta, "there's a ranchman livin' six miles to
the west of us what's in love with Maggie. She
don't like him one bit, and as far as that goes,
I don't believe there's many who do like him.
He's too old for Maggie,, that's sure, 'cause he
must be more than thirty. B.ut that ·ain't it. He
ain't got a very good reputation, even if he does
own a putty good ranch."
"Is that so?" Arietta asked. "Does he know
she doesn't like him?"
.
"I reckon he does. If he don't he must be a
fool. She's told him quite a few times that she
didn't want nothin' to do with him. But he keeps
on comin' after her jest the same. You'll see
what will happen now if you wait."
' rather think I'll wait," and Young Wild
W e'st's sweetheart nodded her head convincingly.
"Which of the two is the r an ch man who i ~ in
love with your sister ?" Wild a sked, as he watcned
the two horsemen who were r a pidly nearing them.
"That one wearin' the st r iped silk shir t. The
other is his foreman. H e's a rascal through an'
through, an' everybody thinks so, thou~h of
course I don't s'pose ·I oughter say t h at, cause
I couldn't prove it an y more t han by what I've
hear d say."
"vVh a t 's this f ellow's name-I mean the r anchman ?"
"Joe Harris. H is foreman 's n ame is Ma ckey.
They call him Mack ey, the R oper ."
Wild n odded. He ha d no ch ance to say anything fu rther, for at that moment the t wo riders
e u p with a rush and brought their horses to
a halt so suddenly that they cau sed t hem to rear
high in the air.
"How do y ou do, girls?" the man wearing the
sti:iped silk shirt called out, doffing his ha~. "We
were coming over from our range, and see1_ng you
riding up, I thought it would be a good idea to

s

come out and meet you. How is· Miss Maggie
today?"
Then ignoring our friends completely, the
ranchman rode around and tried to get close to
the girl he inquired after. But she quickly urged
her horse to the left and managed to get between
Wild and Arietta before he could reach her. But
the man did not seem to mind this at all, and he
rode right up, forcing his w.ay between Wild's
horse and the one the girl was riding.
"Maggie," he said, "I am not ashamed to tell
you' right before all the crowd that I have come
to ask you to change your mind.. It seems that
I can ne¥er get a chance to talk alone with you
any more, anyhow."
"I don't want anything to do with you, Joe
Harris," the girl answered indignantly. "Let
me be."
"Ha, ha, ha! You are timid, that's all. Come
and take a ride with me. I'll race you over to
the barn and then to the house."
"No, let me be, I tell you."
The ranchman frowned, and tl1en remained
silent for a moment, looking around as he did so
Finally his gaze rested upon the face of Wild
who was within a few feet of him.
'
"You are a stranger here, I reckon," he said
· suddenly.
"I reckon so," was the reply.
"Mind telling who you are?"
"Not in the least. My name is Young Wild
West."
"What!" and Joe Harris reined in his horse ·
suddenly, permitting them to get ahead o~ him.
"Surprised at hearing- my name?" Wild aske.::I,
turning the sorrel stallion suddenly and facing
him.
· "Oh, I don't know. I have heard something
about a fellow of that name. He is a very meddlesome kid, too, so I understand. What did you
come over this way for? Looking for trouble,
ar~ you?"
"Oh, no, my friend. You have got that dead
wrong. I am not looking for trouble. But I don't
mind tellin~ you that I think you are." .
"Me lookmg for trouble, eh? Why, that sounds
funny."
·
"It may sound funny to you, but it doesn't to
me. Now then, Mr. Harris, since the young lady
here doesn't want anything to do with you, if I
were you I would go on about my business."
"Do you hear that, Mackey?" the ranchman
called out, turning to his foreman, who was but
a short distance away. "This kid advises me to
go on about my business. What do you think of
that?"
"I never knowed you to t ake any advice from
a kid y~t. Joe," came the quick reply.
The ranchman gave a laugh, and then turni11g
his horse rode away from the party a short distance, where he came to a halt.
"Young ·wild West," he called out, making a
threatening motion with his hand, "if you have
got a nything to say to m e in the way of advice or
a nything else, just come out here. I am not afraid
of you, even if you are called the. Champion Deadshot of the West."
Without the least hesitation the young <leadshot
spoke sharply to Spitfire and went galloping out
to accept the challenge.
0
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CHAPTER IL-Welcome to Jackson's Ranch.

While the action of the ranchman had come as
surprise to them, the young deadshot's partner
and the girls approved of it when he rode out to
meet him. Joe Harris had brought his horse to
a halt about two hundred feet from the party,
and as he sat in the saddle looking· straight at
the boy who was riding toward him he appeared
to be perfectly cool. Wild made no move to pull
a gun, but he was watching the man closely.
Mackey, the foreman who had accompanied Harris to the spot, started to ride after his boss, But
Cheyenne Charlie quickly detained him.
"Hold on, you measly coyote!" he called out
sharply. "If there's goin' to be any shootin' done,
let them two out there do it."
"I reckon there ain't goin' to be no shootin'
done," came the reply, as the fellow shrugged his
shoulders and reined in his horse. "Joe jest wants
to talk it over with Young Wild West."
"Talk what over?" asked the scout, his eyes
flashing. "I ain't seen anything yet as is worth
talkin' over. That feller comes here an' starts to
make trguble right away. Then he rides out an'
calls for Wild to come on. You kin bet yom· life
if he pulls a gun it will be the last thing he'll ever
do on earth, 'cause Young Wild West ain't the
boy what will allow anything like that."
But Joe Harris was not going to pull a gun .
Whatever his intentions had been he certainly was
now very quiet and lamb-like.
"You don't seem to quite understand this business, Young Wild \Vest," he said, as our her.:>
brought his horse to· a stop within a few feet of
him. "Maybe I was a little too fast in talking
the way I did, but you see I am courting Maggie.
Jackson, and that means that I have a right to
speak to her whenever I meet her."
"Is that the way it is?" and the boy smiled as
he asked the question. "Well," he added, with a
shrug of the shoulders, "it looks to me as if your
courting is useless. The girl has plainly said she
doesn't want anything- to do with you. That being the case, I advise you to quit. I believe you
told me to come out here if I had anything in the
way of advice to give you. Now I am telling you
what I think about it."
"The girl wouldn't have acted that way if you
people had not been with her," and Harris lookfid
at the ground.
"I don't know anything about that. But I repeat the advice I just gave you. Let her alone."
"I can listen to advice, but that don't mean that
I have to take it."
"Of course not. You can do as you like about
it. But say, by the way you acted a minute or
two ago you were looking for fight. Do you still
feel that way?"
"You are the Champion Deadshot, I believe?"
and the ranchman looked at him questioningly .
"I didn't say so. If a few people wish to call
me that I can't help it. But I'll tell you that I ca:n
shoot pretty straight. I take it that you can, too.
Now then, Harris, I'll tell you what I'll do with
you. I'll ride off to the left and make a circle.
You go to the right and do the same. We'll ride
right toward each other, and I'll give you the
chance to fire the first shot. How about it?"
"'.That would h<> figMinv " ,i,,.,1 "
fl.

"I know it, but it wouldn't be the first one I
have fought, and I suppose I'll live long enough to
fight a few more.''
"I am not going to fight, but I'll tell you right
to your face that I don't like you, Young Wil!}
West. I heard enough of you before I ever sa,v
you to make me feel that way.. We'll let this
thing· g-o for the present. But I guarantee you
that I'll see you again before you leave Jackson's
.
ranch.''
"That's all right. I am not the one to force you·
into a fight. The fact 1s I think you are too cowardly to take your chances with me. You no doubt
think I would shoot you dead if I could. But you
are mistaken. I never yet shot a man unless it
was to save my own life or that of someone else.
If you had accepted my offer I would simply have
shot the gun from your hand."
"Maybe you could do that if you tried, but I
1·eckon I don't want a gun shot from my hand just
now.''
So saying, the rascally ranchman turned hi;;
horse and rode away. When he had covered a
distance of perhaps twenty yards he turned in
the saddle and shouted:
"Come on, Mackey. We ha¥e no business here
just now.''
Wild gave vent to a laugh.
"Harris," he called out, "you are one of the
worst cowards I ever struck. I'll give you a lit,.le
more advice. Be very careful how you act the
next time we meet."
Charlie permitted the foreman to leave the
party, and he went away at a wild gallop in an
endeavor to overtake his boss. He did not look
at Wild at all when he passed him, but the young
deadshot shouted to him to tell his boss that he
had better be ve1·y careful how he acted, or something would surely happen to him. Mackey made
no reply to this, and quickly overtaking the
ranchman, he settled down to an easier gait, and
the two _rode on in the direction they had · come
from. The young deadshot quickly joined those
who were waitin~.
"Girls," he said, nodding to the ranchman's
ciaughters, "this is one of the queerest incidents
I have met with in quite a long time. By the
way that fellow acted I s urely thought he wanted to drop me.''
"He is a scoundrel,'' Maggie Jackson decla1,'ed,
her eyes flashing. "I am so glad you drove him
away, Young Wild West.''
"I didn't drive him away," and the boy laughed
lightly. "He went of his own accord. But come
on. I reckon we'll ride over to the house now."
As t.hey all started their horses ahead two wo~
men suddenly appeared on the porch of the ranchhouse. They waved their aprons and appeared
to be delighted at seeing strangers with the cowgirls.
"That's mother and Aunt Mari .. ," Sally explained to Arietta. "Come on. We'll be the
first to g et there.''
Arietta nodded, and then the two girls went
galloping swiftly to the house, the rest following
more leisurely. Mrs. Jackson was a pleasantfaced, motherly woman, and when Sally quickly
explained that Young Wild West and his friends
had come to pay a short visit to the ranch she
showed her delight by clapping her hands.
Aunt Maria, who was more quiet and somewhat
sour-lookin!!'. manairerl to smile_ a welcome. toQ.
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Then, when they all rode up and dismounted, the
elder of the cowgirls quickly introduced them, call7
ing each by_name, which showed that she had a
pretty good memory. The last for her to intr·otluce were the two Chinamen, and when Hop
1nade an Oriental bow Mrs. Jackson "broke into a
laugh.
"He acts as if he had been brought before a
~ing or ·queen, or somethin' like that,'' she said
-f\,-Anna.

"Don't mind him, Mrs. Jackson," was the repl y.
"We call him our clever Chinee, but he is quite
foolish in his actions at tim~s, so you mustn't
pay a great deal of attention to him. He is
simply putting it on."
"I thought as much a s that."
"Putting it on!" Aunt Maria exclaimed, as she
raised her spectacles, and showed surprise. "Why,
it seems to me as if he's sincere. He ain't in the
habit of meetin' many people, most likely, an'
when he does see them who he thinks is all right,
he feels like bein' very polite. I don't blame him
•
one bit."
Then she deliberately stepped forward and
offered her hand to Hop, who grinningly took it,
saying as he did so:
"You velly nicee Melican woman. Me likee
you velly muchee."
"There!" Aunt Maria exclaimed, triumphantly.
.-1".·told you so. He's jest as polite as he kin be,
an' I know he's sincere."
There was a ripple of laughter at this, for the
cowgirls showed pretty well that they regarded
Aunt Maria as something of a joke.
"Where is dad, mother?" Sally asked, looking
around expectantly.
. "He's out in the shop back of the . house men<lin'
a saddle an' some things," was the reply. "He
was so busy that we didn't bother to call him
when we seen you cornin'. But jest fetch 'em
all in the house. They're welcome, an' I want
.'em to know it, too."
"I'll go and call dad," Jane spoke up, and then
she ran around to the rear of the house.
Our friends waited until she returned with her
father, who was the picture of amazement when
he saw the strangers there. It did not take the
talkative Sally long to introduce them all, and the
r~hman was so earnest in the welcome he gave
them that he had to shake hands with each two
or three times. Hop came in for the fourth time,
since he managed to put himself in the way as
he was going the rounds.
Meanwhile Aunt Maria was keeping pretty
close to the clever Chinee. It was plain that she
had taken a great liking for him. Hop was not
slow to notice this, and he almost overdid it by
1 'saying things that were complimentary to the
old lady. Finally when he seized her hand and
k,issed it there was such a roar of laughter that
Aunt Maria bristled up and angrily exclaimed:
"There! I feel insulted. I'm goin' right in
the house."
She gave her skirts a flaunt and quickly dis 0
·a ppeared inside, while more laughter followed
·
her.
on't mind her," Ranchman Jackson said, as
he grinned and nodded to our friends. "She's my
old maid sister. They do say as how she coirn~
mighty near gittin' married once _somethin' like
thirty years ago. But the feller who was goin'
io marry her changed his mind an' went East.
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Since that time she's been somewhat sour. But
she's all right, too. She's a mighty good worker,
an' kin cook almost as well as Sal kin."
His wife looked pleased at this, for no doubt she
took it as quite a compliment. There was considerable talk for the next five minutes, and then the
girls were escorted into the house by Mrs. Jackson and her daughters, while the male members
of the party were conducted to a little corral close
to the house where they might put their horses.
It was evident that Sally Jackson took after her
father, for he was a wonrierful talker, and the
way he rattled it off, talking about his ranch and
the things connected with it, was a caution, as Jim
Dart afterward expressed it. When the horses
had been turned loose in the corral, and the camping outfit and supplies placed where they would be
safe, Jackson nodded to his guests and said:
"Now then, come on to the house. I reckon the
women folks will fix up somethin' that's worth
eatin'. One thing about us here, we live putty
high. I ain't rich, you know, but I've been makin'
a few dollars the last couple of years, an' I'd make
a whole lot more if there wasn't rustlers hangin'
around now an' then to steal some of my best cattle. There's other kinds of thievin' goin' on, too.
Every once in a while some feller is either held up
by masked men to lose all he's got, or some one
misses his money an' don't know where it goes tv.
I ain't meanin' that this all happens un my ranch.
There's a couple of other ranches around, too, an'
it's the same with them. Then ag'in, up at Blinu
Forks, the settlement which is only ten miles from
here, there's all sorts of things goin' on, when the
fact is that them what lives there is s'posed to be
honest, old-time people. "
Wild and his partners were interested in heru.·ing this. They thought there might be a chance
for them to do some good by remaining there a
few days. Since they had been invited in such a
hearty fashion to do so, they decided to accept,
and spend the greater part of their time in looking for the rustlers and thieves they had heard
about. When they got into the big sitting-room of
the house they found three of the cowgirls and
their mother there talking with Arietta, Anna and
Eloise about the action of Joe Harris. Maggie
was just declaring that she hated the man like
poison when her father entered.
"What's that?" he ' said. "Joe Harris been
around here ag'in ?"
"I should say he had been, dad," the girl answered, her eyes flashing. "You ought to have
seen how Young Wild West made him take water
and ride away. He had that rascal of a Mackey
with him, too, and I know he came over to make
more trouble for me. He tried it right before
them all, too."
Then the girl blushed and looked at her sisters
and the girls.
"Well," and the ranchman shrugged his shoulders, "I ain't been wantin' to have no trouble with
Harris, 'cause he's said to be a man what's got
quite a little money. But as I told you two or
three times afore, it wasn't none of my affairs.
If you don't want to marry him you don't have to.
He's asked me a couple of times about it, but I've
told him each time that I hadn't nothin' to do
with it, and that I was goin' to let my gals pick
husbands for themselves."
"That is a very good idea, Mr. Jackson," Wild
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said, nodding to him. "It is seldom that a happy
marriage results when a girl is forced by a parent
to accept the man she doesn't like."
Jackson wanted to know all about it, and they
all began talking at once, until he became so mixea
up that he held up his hands and shouted for them
to stop. Then he turned to Wild and said:
"Now then, Young Wild West, you tell me,
about it. What did Joe Harris say when he rode
up to you a little while ago?"
Wild told him as. near as he could remember,
and briefly related the subsequent happenings.
"Said he would meet you ag'in, eh? Well, that
sounds bad," and the ranchman shook his head.
"I've heard enough about Joe Harris to make me
believe that he's one of the kind what don't forgive."
,
"I am sure I don't want him to forgive me," the
young deadshot declared, laughingly. "I certainly wouldn't have interfered at all if he had not
shown plainly that he was trying to make me do
so."
"Dad," exclaimed Maggie, suddenly, as she tapped the butt of a revolver that hung from ~hi'!
holster at her side. "I have made up my mmd
to one thing. If Joe Harris bothers me again I
am goin' to order him away at the point of my
gun. Then if he don't go quick enough I'll shoot
him."
"Don't do nothin' like that, Maggie," her father
said, persuasively. "Don't do that unless he tries
to harm you. Remember ·that now."
"All right, dad. If you say so I won't."
Just then a scream rang out, followed J,,y a
burst of laughter.
"I reckon somethin's goin' on in the kitchen!"
the ranchman exclaimed, as he quickly ran to a
door and opened it.
The rest followed him, and they were just in
time to see Hop Wah and Aunt Maria whirling
about the room in a crazy sort of dance.

CHAPTER UL-Aunt Maria and Hop.
When the two Chinamen went around to the
rear of the ranch-house, Aunt Maria happened to
be coming out of the kitchen door with an empty
pail. She was going to the well which was close
at hand to get water, and Hop, bound to carry on
his politeness for a little while longer,. promptly
ran forward and said :
"Me gittee watee, so be. Me velly smartee
Chinee."
"Oh thank you," and the old maid's face instantly became wreathed in smil~s.
Win walked over to a bench m the shade of a
tree and sat down. It seemed to pain him to see
the way his brother 'Yas acting._ Hop got the '\v_ater and quickly carried the pail to Aunt Maria,
who again thanked him and went into the house.
Then the clever Chinee looked around and decided that it was about time to wash up for supper.
As i.n most cases, the washing at a ranch-house
is usually done outside. Towels are hung up and
tin basins are used for the purpose. A couple of
pails were there, and when Hop saw that some
water was needed, he called out to his brother:
"Wing, whattee mattee?" he said, as if he w~s
indignant. "Me wantee washee, so be. You gittee um watee velly muchee quickee.~'

'"You shuttee uppee," came the quick reply.
"You gittee watee for um Melican woman; you
gittee watee for youself. Me gittee watee when
me washee."
"Allee light. Me gittee square with you, so be."
Then Hop went to the well and got the water
he needed, ·and soon made his toilet. Wing thought
it would be better if he followed the example of
his clever brother, and when he found Hop hll)d
used a whole pail he was not long in getting what
he needed. Hop stood near the kitchen door, and
when Wing started that way he smiled sweetly
and said:
"Nowlen, my fool blother, we go in um house."
Wing made no reply, but followed him inside,
and they sat there watching Aunt Maria and the
girls as they were making hurried preparations
for the evening meal. Once or twice Hop wanted
to assist the old maid, but she assured him that
she did not need him, and told him to wait until
she got something ready for him to eat.
"You lovely Melican lady, so be," he said as he
insisted c,n putting some wood in the stove:
The ranchman's daughters helping their aunt
titered, for they thoroughly enjoyed it, since they
hardly remembered ever having seen the old maid
wear such a smiling face. Having finished feeding the fire in the stove, Hop suddenly seized Aunt
Maria about the waist and gave her a good hilt,
ft may have been that it was the first time she
had ever been handled in that way, but anyhow it
surprised and frightened her, and she involuntarily let out a scream. Thcs it was that the girls
burst into a combined shriek of laughter, and as
Hop went waiting about the kitchen, the door
opened and thpse in the dining-room came crowding in. Of course Hop saw them, but that did not
stop him in the least. The fact was Aunt Maria
was trying to keep step with him, for instead of
fainting she had come to a realization that the
Chinaman was really a beautiful man, or something of the sort, anyhow.
"What in thunder does this mean, Maria?" the
ranchman shouted, to make himself heard.
At this Hop suddenly released his hold upon
the woman and ran as if to leave the kitchen
"Oh, my!" ;\unt Maria cried, t~rowing up ·her
hands and actmg very much as if the time ~ad
come for her to faint.
But one of the girls quickly caught her and led
her to a chair. Then still laughing they explained how the ridiculous performance had started
"Maria, I'm surprised at you," Mrs. Jackson
said, shaking her head. "To see you go cavorting
around the kitchen in that _way! Why, I have
heard you say a hundred times that you were utterly opposed to dancin'."
"I couldn't help it, could I, Sal?" Aunt Maria
asked, somewhat indignantly. "What are you goin' to do when a nice man forces you to go around
in that way- I had to keep steppin' around or I
surely would have fallen down."
"Heathen," Cheyenne Charlie said, grinning
broadly, as he shook his finger at the guilty Chi11aman, "some of these times you'll git yourself into
a mighty lot of trouble."
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie. Me like nicee
Melican lady when me see one."
Though greatly amused at what had occurreq.
Wild knew that it would not be advisable for Hop
to pi·oceed in the way he had started. He walkeil
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on to the door of the kitchen, and bidding him
follow him outside, said:
"Now then, Hop, I want to tell you something.
You can go a little too far with that old lady.
She takes it all seriously."
"Whattee you mean, Misler Wild? Me no undelstandee lat Melican word."
"Seriously means that she thinks that you are
love with her."
"She allee samee velly muchee fool, so be, len."
"That's true enough. But you can see yourself
that she likes you."
"Me stoppee velly muchee quickee, Misler Wild.
Aunt Malia no Jikee me pletty soonee. W aitee till
me gittee my supper."
"Don't you go to playing any mean trick on her
now," warned the young deadshot, speaking sharply."Allee light, Misler Wild. Me undelstandee. Me
velly goodee Chinee."
It seemed that the laughing would not cease, for
when Wild went back into the kitchen all hands
were still at it. Aunt Maria was sitting upon a
chair breathing rather hard, as if she had overworked herself. But she quickly arose, and swinging her skirts, probably to give them all to understand that she did not care a snap for them, made
her way out and no doubt proceeded to her room
have a good cry, just like the lovelorn maidens
i!ie had read about were in the habit of doiI~g at
times. Hop saw fit to remain outside just then, so
Mrs. Jackson took the place of Aunt Maria and
the preparations for supper went on. It was a
good meal that Mrs. Jackson and her help treated
our hero and his friends to, and it was some time
before they all arose from the table.
"Well, boys," Jackson said, "I reckon we'll take
a walk over to the bunk-house, an' I'll introduce
you folks to my four men."
Wild and Jim each lighted a cigar, for they
sometimes smoked, though they never used cigarettes, and nodding approvingly, they followed
Jackson as he went on ahead with the scout. Then
Hop, wishing to keep away from the old maid,
started after them, while Wing settled down under a nearby tree preparatory to taking a little
nap before it was time to go to bed.

CHAPTER IV.-Wild Becomes Ruler of the
Ranch.
As Jackson walked along with Young Wild
West to the bunk-house a man came out smoking
a pipe. He was a thicksset fellow with very shaggy
eyebrows, beneath which a pair of piercing &'ray
eyes showed. He looked at those approaching m a
casual sort of way, and then turned his head and spoke to some one inside the bunk-house. The result was that three other men appeared, all of
them stoutly-built fellows, but with an air of laziness that was plainly noticeable. Charlie and Jim
were somewhat behind Wild and the ranchman,
wgile Hop was hurrying to overtake them. Neither
of"'the cowboys spoke a word until Jackson came
to a pause within a few feet of them.
"Boys," he said, nodding toward the young deadshot and his partners, "we have got a little com
pany at the house. They're goin' to stay here for
two or three days."
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"We seen 'em when they come over," the man
with the pipe answered, indifferently. "I don't
know as it's any of our business whether you have
got company or not."
"Of course it ain't, if you come ;right down to
hard-pan. But I was jest tellin' you, that's all,"
Jackson said, somewhat tartly. "I allowed that
maybe you would be interested if you knowed who
they was. This young feller is Young Wild West,
the Champion Deadshot of the West."
When they heard this the four men became interested instantly. They looked at each other,
and then one of them remarked:
"Quite a likely-lookin' kid, Jackson. I've heard
tell of him, an' thP. things he's done an' all that.
These is his two pards, I s'pose."
"Yes, the tall man with the black mustache an'
long hair is Cheyenne Charlie, an' the boy is Jim
Dart."
"Mighty glad to meet 'em," and the man with
the shaggy brows, who was Dan Willets, the foreman, stepped over and orered his hand to Wild.
The boy took it and gave it a hearty shake,
squeezing rather hard and causing the foreman
to wince. But he went right on and shook hands
with Charlie and Jim. Then Hop Wah stepped
before him and, bowing politely, extended his
hand.
"Me namee Hop Wah. Me comee flom China.
Me velly smartee Ghinee," he explained.
Willets frowned darkly.
"I never seen a heathen what was worth shakin' handfl with," he declared, turning away.
. "That's all right, Hop," Cheyenne Charlie spoke
up. "It ain't everybody as takes a likin' to you,
that's sartin. Don't you mind it."
"Me no mindee, Misler Charlie. Me velly
smartee Chinee. Me gottee uncle in China whattee velly muchee smartee, and me allee samee likee
my uncle. Hip hi, hoolay."
Then he took off his hat and, waving it in the
air, danced a few steps of a jig. Dan Willets
scowled, but the other three broke into a laugh.
"He's a sort of funny heathen, Dan," one of
them observed. "What's the use of gittin' mad
at him. It wouldn't hurt you to shake hands with
a heathen."
"Maybe it wouldn't hurt me, bu·t I ain't goin' to
do it," and so saying the foreman walked over and
sat down upon a bench that was right at the
front of the bunk-house.
The other three remained standing near the
door, none of them offering to say anything further.
"Mr. Jackson," Wild said, in his cool and easy
way, as he nodded to the ranchman, "I reckon your
men are not inclined to be very sociable."
"Sorter seems that way, don't it?" was the reply. "Say, Dan," and he turned quickly: to the
foreman, "how is things out on the range?"
"Everything was all right when I was over
there this noon," was the reply as the foreman
continued to puff away at his pipe.
"Didn't see nothin' of any rustlers, did you?"
"No, nor any other kind of thieves, either."
"Mr. Jackson informs me that you have been
losing cattle, and that some of you belonging to
the ranch have been robbed lately," Wild said, as
he walked over and stood before Willets.
"Yes, I reckon if he said that he was tellin' the
truth."

...
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"Were you ever robbed?"
"Me? No. I ain't fool enough to let any one rob
me. In the first place I wake too easy for any
one to git away with any of my things when I'm
in my bunk or layin' on my blanket in camp; an'
in the second place there ain't no man livin' as
could hold me up an' make me hand over my
money. I'm a little too quick for anything like
that, you know, kid."
"You are, eh? Well, you're a sort of wonder,
then. I had an idea that the best of us could be
surprised now ap.d then."
"Don't count me in on that game. I ain't lettin' nobody surprise me."
How much further the conversation would have
gone on in that line cannot be said, for at that
moment the ranchman interrupted them.
"Dan," he said, looking sharply at the foreman,
"did Joe Harris say anything to you when he was
over here this afternoon with Mackey?"
"What do you want to know that for?" was the
rather insolent query.
"I'm askin' you, that's all. Now see here, there
ain't no use in bein' so stiff about this here thing.
You're workin' for me as foreman, an' I've took
a whole lot from you right along. But I'm askin'
you a.fair question now, an' I want you to answer
it."
"You want to know if Joe Harris said anything to me when he was over here this afternoon?"
"Yes, that's what I want to know."
"What do you want to know for?"
"That's my business. Now then, answer my
question."
"Well, he didn't say a word to me. How does
that suit you?"
"That's all right. You could have said that in
the first place."
"I know I could, but I didn't want to."
Cheyenne Charlie was very uneasy, for it galled
him to hear the insolent way the foreman was
talking to his b'oss.
"Say, Jackson," he said, suddenly, "do you know
what I'd do if I was you?"
"I don't know, Cheyenne Charlie. What are
you meanin'?"
"Well, if I was you I'd discharge that fore~an
right away. I wouldn't have no galoot around
that talks sich sass as he does."
The words had scarcely left the lips of the
&;cout when Dan Willets leaped to his feet and
placed his hand on his gun.
·'Are you lookin' for trouble?" he asked, glaring at the scout.
"I sorter reckon that you are. But you had
better take your hand away from that piece of
hardware right away. If you don't you'll be sorry."

Charlie was close enough to him to prevent him
using the weapon, and he knew it. He watched
him like a cat watches a mouse, and did not take
his gaze from the foreman's eyes.
"Dan," the · ranchman called out, commandingly, "this here thing has got to stop. I rather
think that Cheyenne Charlie's advice is good. If
you don't do different from what you have been
<loin' right along, blamed if I don't discharge you.
You ain't earnin' your salt, anyhow. You're
leavin' the most of the work for them gals of
pline, an' the three you have got with you here

ain't a whole lot better than you are. The fact
is you're about as lazy as a lot of peons. I mean
all of you."
"You have told us that afore, boss;"' one of the
cowboys answered, with a grin. "But I sorter
reckon that men ain't to be hired very easy jest
now, an' as long as we 'tend to things it ain't
likely you're goin' to let us go. Anyhow, if you
do happen to discharge us we've got jobs waitin'
for us."
"Harris would hire you, probably," Wild spok6l"up, looking at the speaker.
"Most likely he would, Young Wild West. But
what makes you think that way?"
"Oh, I don't know. I just merely spoke that
way, that's all. But the fact is," he went on, "I
haven't much of an opinion of' Joe Harris."
"It ain't likely he's got very much of an opinion
of you, either," said the foreman, as he took his
hand away from his revolver and turned to the
young deadshot.
"Probably you know whether he has or not.
But that doesn't matter. I can't quite understand, though, why Mr. Jackson keeps such fel,
lows as you are."
"I couldn't do no bette1·, Young Wild West," the
ranchman spoke up, shaking his head. "They're a
whole lot of help to me, even if they don't do all
that they could do."
"That's all right, too. But you certainly havi;: ,
been taking a whole lot from them right now. You
mustn't get it in your head that you couldn't get
along without these four men. If you feel like
discharging them we'll help you out until you can
hire some new hands."
"I do feel like dischargin' 'em, an' I've felt that
way for a month or two."
"Go ahead and let them go, then."
"Blamed if I don't do as you say," and the
ranchman spoke determinedly.
"Are we discharged, then?" the foreman asked,
half angrily.
"Yes, you're discharged. I'll go an' git what
money's comin' to you an' pay off right now. It's
the fourteenth, so I'll pay you half a month's
wages."
. "See here, boss," one of the cowboys said, coaxmgly, "I reckon you had better change your mind
about that. As far as I'm concerned, I'm willin'
to do a lot better. I know the rest will, too, i:h,.
you'll give us another chance."
"What do you say about it, Dan?" Jackson asked, for really he did not feel like discharging them
just then, since he knew he would need them for
the necessary work that was to be done in the
.
next few days.
"Oh, it don't make no difference to me. If you
want to discharge me, all right. But if you do I
expect to git my whole month's wages."
Jackson looked around as if he was undecided
what to do. Suddenly he turned to Wild and said:
· "See here, Young Wild West, it sorter seems
as if I ain't able to run things here. S'pose you
undertake to rule this here 1·anch for the next few
days."
"I 1on't know about that," the boy answered,
laughmgly, for he had not figured on such a thingbeing PJOposed.
"You kin do it all right, Wild, an' you know
you kin," Cheyenne Charlie spoke up·. "I reckon
if you can't rule a ranch there ain't no one livin'

as kin."
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"Let him go ahead an' be boss of the ranch,
"I allowed that you meant to do that," Jackson
Jackson," Dan Willets said, smiling in a peculiar answered , uneasily.
you have got to look
sort of way. "I've h~ard say that Young Wild out for Willets. He's "But
a mighty bad man when he
West is somethin' of a ruler, anyhow. He always gits r'iled."
has his own way no matter where he goes, so if
"I can see that."
he undertake s to rule this here ranch it are most
"So kin I see it," Charlie spoke up, with a
likely that things will work along better than they laugh. "He felt like
shootin' me, but yet he didn't
have done."
dare to go ahead an' pull his gun. I'll bet that if
"And you're willing to stay while I'm ruling the there's any thieves
around here stealin' cattle an'
:.. nch, are you?" Wild asked, looking at him other things, he's one
of 'em."
sharply.
"Do you think that?" Jackson asked, in sur"I sartinly am."
prise.
"All right, then. I'll accept the job."
"I reckon I do. Ain't it never struck you that
"Hooray! " cried Jackson, waving his hat. "That , way?" '
sorter lets me down mighty easy. I've always
"Well, to
the truth about it, I've sorter
been an easy-goin ' man, I have, an' now I've got thought thattell
Dan might know somethin' about
some one to look after things for a few days, any- what's been goin'
around here. But I never
lb.ow. I reckon the rustlers an' thieves will have seen nothin' out of on
him to prove it, so I jest tried
to scatter mighty quick, or else git filled with to make myself believe
that he must be all right,
lead."
·
only a little lazy an' contrary, that's all."
The foreman appeared to be more than pleased, , "Don't· express
your opinion any further, Charbut the other three cowboys showed signs of being lie," advised the young
deadshot, smilingly.
uneasy. However, they talked it over in low tones, '
"I'll bet you made up your mind to the same
'and then they all agreed to take orders from thing before I did," and
Charlie looked at him
Young Wild ·west as long as he· remained in sharply.
charge.
"Never mind about that."
"Now then, Mr. Jackson," Wild said, when the
"All right, won't say nothin' more. We're goin'
thing had been settled, "I take it from what you to take a rideI to-night
in the moonligh t."
said a little while ago that there. is work for these
"We'll take a ride before the moon gets up,
rrl!h out upon the cattle range."
Charlie.
rise until about nine o'clock
"I s'pose there is. There's about eight hun- to-night, ifItI doesn't
am correct about it."
dred Cattle what's scattered around, an' the first
,
about nine,"
thing I know some of 'em will be gettin' over on an' Jest
approving nod. the ranchman declared, with
Harris' range. He don't like to have any strays
They
stood
watching the four cowboys as they
there, an' he always gits mad about it."
· h
"All right, then. I'll send them out to work r ode away, t h eir
orses at an easy lope. · Wild·
h
t
asked
the
ranchman
about the lay of the land
all night, if necessary , a nd get t e strays o- where the cattle wereallsupposed
to be roving, and
gether."
,
h
r
d
"Huh!" exclaimed the foreman, angrily. "Do
e istene as a descriptio n of it was given.
"Your line joins . the range belonging to Joe
you mean to say that we've got to go out an , worK
to-night? Why, we went out four o'clock this Harris, then?"
mornin',· an' didn't git back till a little after noon."
"Yes, that's it. He's got a barbed wire fence
"I can't help that. There's work to be done, runnin' along for
about a mile, but it's been broke
and there are only four of you to do it. Jack- down in places,
an' steers is bound to go through
son's daughters are not going to be sent out there, where they don't belong,
you know."
that's certain. They do enough in the daytime.
"Of course they are if they are not watched by
~ow then, just get your horses and be off."
the men who are supposed to be in charge of them.
"Oh, well," and Willets shrugged his shoulders , But say, didn't
it ever strike you that probably
"I - 'pose we've got to do as the ruler of the ranch the cattle that strayed
on Harris' property are
sa s. Come on, boys."
the ones that have been stolen?•·
But Wild knew very well that he did not mean
"I don't know about that. I jest know that
to do much work. He could tell that by the way every now an' then
two or three fat steers is
he spoke. However, h e was b ound t o see th a t h e missin'."
did work, or he was going to know the reason
"I see. Well,
right, Mr. Jackson. I don't
why. The four st~rted leisurely for the cor~l, know as I need toall
ask any further questions. You
and in about ten mmutes they had saddled their certainly have four
rascals in your employ, and
horses and were ready to mount.
if they are friendly
Joe Harris, your neigh"It will be moonligh t to-night," Wild said to bor, there is nothingwith
strange about it after
them as they were ready to leave, "so you ought all . . I count them allvery
as
to m;nage ·it all right. Get the strays together and that means that I ambeing my enemies now,
going to look out for
and report in the morning. "
them. But you can bet that your foreman will
"Come on, boys," Dan Willets said, without attend to his duty
to-night
making a reply to what the boy said. "We've you, one way or the other." or quit his job for
got to put in all night at hard work, so we may as
"Meanin' by that, I s'pose, that you're gain' to
well git at it."
make him 'tend to business or else shoot him."
'£here was a sarcastic ring in his voice, but
"Oh, no. I wouldn't shoot him unless he was
'WT}d only smiled.
trying to shoot me, and even then I'd try not to
· "That's all right, Mr. Jackson," he said. "Those hurt him much." ·
fellows are no good, but I want to let them go all
"You're a great boy, Young Wild West," and
the way to the end of their rope. As soon as it the ranchman looked
him admiringl y. ' "Let's
gets dark we'll start out to look them up, and see go back to the house. at
I want to tell my wife an'
:what they are doing,"
the gals about the new order of things. You're
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the ruler of the ranch as long as you stay here,
an' they might as well know it, too."

CHAPTER V.-On the Trail of the Rascals.
Hop Wah was what might be called a nervy
Chinee, as well as a very smart one. Instead of
following Wild and the rest to the house, he lingered near the quarters of the cowboys. While
he knew that the place was vacant now, he de_cided to go in and have a look around, probably
thinking that he might find an opportunity to play
some sort of joke on the four cowboys. He was
so fond of practical joking that even if he could
not be present when one came-to a climax he could
thoroughly enjoy it just from thinking about it.
The bunk-house was not over clean, and when the
Chinaman slipped inside and began looking
around he shook his head and showed signs of disgust. The bunks the men used for sleeping purposes were arranged along one side of the long
room, and as Hop looked at them and saw blankets hanging ov<::r so they might get an airing, a
broad' grin came over his face. He thought for a
moment, and then looked into them all. There was
nothing there but some_straw with blankets covering it, but it occurred to him that if a pan of
water were placed into each of them and a blanket thrown over it the men might be treated to a
surpi-ise when they retired, which they would
surely do if it were not until after daylight the
next morning. Attached to the bunk-house was
the cook's quarters, but there was no cook working there at the time, three of the men taking
turns at. it. Hop made. his way to this place, an::l
he found several pans that would answer his purpose. These he took back into the sleeping quarters, and then finding a pail, filled it with water at
the pump which was a short distance away.
Then it did not take long to empty the water
into the pans, and having done this he arranged
them nicely in the bunks, and covered them with
the blankets. Then the Chinaman sat down and
had a quiet laugh, after which he produced a cigar
and lighting it puffed away in silence. He had
not been long engaged in this way before he heard
somebody outside. Thinking that it might be
Cheyenne Charlie looking for him, he slipped behind some barrels · and quickly hid himself from
view. The next minute he heard a horse ride up
at a walk and come to a stop at the further end
of the building. Hop knew now that it was no
one from the house who was coming, so he became
very curious, and peered from behind the barrcl.
It was only a few seconds before a man appeared,
and the clever Chinee recognized him instantly as
Mackey, the roper, who was the foreman for Joe
Harris. At first it occurred to the hiding Chinaman that the villain was there for the purpose of
stealing something. But when he saw him look
around and show signs of disappointment at not
seeing any one there, he thought differently. Markey walked to a little table that was only a few
feet from where Hop was c;rouching behind the
barrel. Then he produced a piece of dirty white
paper from his pocket and began scribbling upon
it with a pencil. Having finished his writing, he
stuck tlie paper upon the side of the wall with a
tack, where it might be readily seen by any one
mtering. Then once more he looked around and

went outside. The moment he passed through the doorway Hop slipped from behind the barrel and
crept softly after him. There was a window close
at hand, and peering through this he saw the man
mount his horse, which was hidden from the view
of any one at the house. Mackey rode away at a
walk, taking care to keep the buildings between
him and the ranch-house. Hop waited a minute
or two, and then w ent over and toqk the piece of.,;
paper from the wall. While he could understand
print fairly well, he could not make out the writ- ·
ing that was upon the paper, so he decided to take
it to the house and show it to Young Wild West.
"Me velly smartee Chinee, so be," he muttered.
"Bad .Melican man wantee do something. Maybe
he wantee tellee um cowboys to conlee stealee. Me
findee outtee pletty quickee."
The Chinaman cast a look at the bunks that he had arranged to surprise the cowboys, and after
giving vent to a laugh, left the building. He hur- ·
ried to the house and found Wild sitting with the
ranchman and several others on the front porch,
where there were some shade trees. The sun was
pretty well down by this time, but the foliage of
the trees shut off the glare, which otherwi se would
have fallen full upon the party; hence they had
gathered there in the cool of the evening.
"Misler Wild," t_he Chinaman called out, pausing a short distance from the group, "me lik~~
talkee to you, so be."
"What is it, Hop?" the young deadshot asked,
looking at him sharply a s he arose to his feet. But
he knew that it wa s something importa nt Hop had
to say, so he quickly walked over to him. Having
determined to give the note to Wild, Hop decided.
that it was best to do so without any one else seeing him, so he led him around the corner of the
house and then produced it. Not a litt le surprised,
the young deadshot took it from him and read the
following:
·
"Come over between eight and nine to-night.
The boss wants to see you.
Mackey." '
"Where did you get this?" Wild a sked, turning
to the Chinaman, who was looking on somewhat
proudly.
"Um bad Melican man comee to u:11" bunk-ho-u_~
and puttee um paper on um wall, Misler Wild?
was the reply.
"What!"
"Lat light, Misler Wild," and then the · clever
Chinee explained it all briefly but not omitting
anything."
·
"All right," Wild said, folding the note and
placing it in his }'.locket. "You're clever, Hop, and
no mistake. Prooably this means something."
"Me thlinkee lat, Misler Wild. Me velly smartee Chinee."
·
"How did you happen to see this fellow when
he came there, Hop?"
The Chinaman had not told why he had lingered
at the bunk-house, and not wishing to have his
joke spoiled, he answered by saying that he had
happened to see a horseman riding that way an .
thought it advisable to hide and watch him. That
was satisfactory enough to the young deadshot, so
he nodded his head and then walked around and
joined those upon the porch, while Hop slipped
around to the back of the house, probably to find
out how his brother was making out and have a
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look at Aunt Maria, should she happen to be in with you. I wish it would hurry up an' git dark."
the kitchen.
As he said t1i.is he turned and looked at the
"What did the heathen want, Wild?'! Cheyenne reddening sky in the west.
Charlie asked, as the boy joined them.
"It will be dark soon enough, John,"
wife
''That fellow they call Mackey has been here," spoke up. "You know as well as I do thathis
it don't
was the reply.
take many minutes after the sun goes down afore
"Mackey been here!" the ranchman exclaimed, it gits dark."
in -surprise. "How long ago?"
"Yes, I know that. I reckon I'll go an' git my
"Only a few minutes ago. He was looking for horse ready right now."
yf\lt- men, Mr. Jackson."
"'iVait a few minutes and we'll all go and get
· "fiHe -was, eh? I wonder what he· wanted of the horses ready. We can ride right
off then,"
them? Where is he now?"
"Wild advised.
"Oh, he went right away when he found they
But the ranchman was very impatient, and he
were not here."
fidgeted, about uneasily until the time came for
"Did the heathen see him?"
them to leave the house.
"Yes, he saw him, but Mackey didn't see Hop."
"Now then, gals," he said to them all, includJackson was more puzzled than ever, so WiM ing his wife, "jest take care of Aunt Maria while
decided to let him know the contents of the note we're gone. Don't let her git to makin' love to
that had been left in the bunk-house. Producing Hop Wah."
it he read it aloud, and then handed it over to the
"No fear of that, John," Mrs. Jackson answered
ranchman. ·
laughingly. "I heard her say only about fifteen
"So Joe Harris wants Dan Willets an' the other minutes ago that she was thoroughly disgusted
three men to come ove1· to his place between eight with him. He had the audacity, I believe
an' nine to-night, eh? I wonder what he kin want called it, to offer her a cigar and a drink she
of
of 'em?"
whisky."
Jackson looked around at his wife, as if she This caused a laugh, and when it had subsided
might be able to answer the ,question. But she Wild and his partners followed the
ranchman to
promptly shook her head, and then he turned to the corral, where the horses were quickly caught
th~oldest daugh,ter and said:
and saddled. It was getting dark now, so they
~hat do you s'pose he wants of the meu, decided to wait no longer, and five minutes
later
Sally'?"
the. four were galloping away over
range.
"I'm sure I don't know, dad," the girl answered, Wild really thought it a good idea tothetake.
the
,iuickly. "But I'll venture to say that he wants ranchman with them, since he knew the ground
to see 'em for a no good purpose. I mean as far as thoroughly and they would have no trouble in
you an' the rest of us are concerned."
finding the place where the cowboys had been sent.
"Most likely. I was thinkin' that way. I reek- They had a ride of six or seven miles before
on· you're right, Sally," and then he turned and but they were in no particular hurry, so theythem,
peTrere.ad the note.
mitted the horse to go at the easv lope so comBut there was nothing further in the way of in- mon to the horses of the West and Southwest.
The
formation to be gained from it, so after a while stars were shining brightly overhead,
still it
he handed it to Wild, who promptly folded it and was quite dark, for the moon would notbut
be up for
placed it in his pocket.
over an hour. Their course led them to the edge
"I'll tell you what we oughter do," the ranch- of a timber patch that had a rather deep
ravine
man said, after thinking for a moment. "We running through it. When they got the ravine
oughter ride over to Joe Harris' place an' find out the ranchman came to a halt, and thetorest
prompt
what he wants of the men."
ly followed suit.
"I wouldn't advise you to do that, Mr. Jackson,"
"Here's where the blamed cattle generally goes
Wild answered, smilingly. "We'll just wait until through an' gits on the other range," he explainit ~ets dark, and then we'll ride out over the ed. "It's too dark to see if there's any fresh
ranWe and see what the men are doing. I have an tracks now, so we can't tell whether they're over
idea that it is very little work they will do, though there or not."
they may remain out all night."
"I reckon we can light a couple of matches and
"You an' your two pards is goin', eh?"
find out," Cheyenne Charlie answered, as he
"Well, you can go, too, if you like."
quickly dropped to the ground.
"Me go? Good enough. I'd jest like to go with
Matches were brought into play, and he soon
you, though of course I didn't want to say so."
discovered the prints of cattle hoofs that had been
"You certainly can go, Mr. Jackson. You're the made that day, he felt sure. But there were also
iboss here, so I reckon you can do as you please hoof-prints that appeared to be very fresh.
about it."
"I ·reckon the four nieasly coyotes
this
"I own the ranch, that's sure, Wild, but you way," the scout declared, as he arose to went
his feet.
ain't forgot that you're rulin' it while you're here.
"What do you say, Young Wild West? Shall
That means that whatever you say has got to go. we go further to the other side?" the ranchman
Ain't we jest been talkin' about it?"
asked, turning to the young deadshot.
"Yes, I believe we were talking about it. But
"I reckon so," was the reply. "If
want to
we won't let it go as far as that. You don't sup- find out if your men are attending towe
their duty
pose I am going to try and force you to do any- we had better follow them, I suppose."
ihl .t you don't want to do."
"All right, then."
,
"No, I don't s'pose you would do that."
Charlie quickly mounted, and then they turned
"I am simply taking charge of the men you are through the ravine, which was not·more than half
employing, that's all. I mean to see to it that a mile in length, winding in a crooked way
they either do their work or else quit."
through the woods. They were just nearing
"That's it. Well, I'm mighty glad I'm goin' end of it when they caught sight of a lightthe
:a
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couple of hundred yards away. Young Wild West
instantly called a halt. He knew that it ~as a
camp-fire or something like it.
"I reckon your eowboys are over there, Mr.
Jackson," he said, pointing to the right. "Most
likely they're taking it quiet, and have kindled a
:fire so they can see what they are doing."
"I s'pose so. I didn't hardly think they would
hunt for any cattle to-night, though it may be
that they're waitin' for the moon to come up."
"Yes, that's true enough. Well, we'll go on a
little further, and then we'll dismount and I'll go
ahead on foot and investigate."
They rode a little closer, and then Wild again
called a halt and quickly dismounted. Leaving his
partners and the ranchman, he went ahead, walking swiftly but without making the least sQund.
He turned to the left as he emerged from the
mouth of the gu1ly of the ravine, and then found
himself within a couple of hundred feet of a fire
that was burning under a wide-spreading tree
Sitting near the fire were three men playing
cards, while another stood watching them. The
light fell upon the f<i,.,es of two of them, and wild
rncognized the rascally foreman and one of the
men who had been sent to look for the stray cattle. The boy watched them for a couple of minutes, and then a sudden idea popped into his head:"! reckon I'd better deliver that note to them,"
he muttered, and then he felt about upon the
ground until he found a stone that was about the
size of an egg.
Having done this. he pr oduced the note th~t had
been fastened to the wall inside the bunk-house,
and by means of a piece of string, which he took
from his pocket, he tied it about the stone. This
done, he crept behind some bushes a little to the
left, and then quickly threw the missile so it fell
right close to the fire. The four men heard it as
it struck the ground, and their attention was
quickly called to it. WilcJ. saw Dan Willets pick
it up and show surprise. The boy watched him
as he severed the string and straightened out the
paper. When he :i;ead it Willets showed considerable excitement and began talking to hi s men, who
looked toward the bushes behind which the boy
was hiding. Wild thought they might come to
look for him, so he slipped quietly away, and was
not long in joining his companions.
"Come on," he said, as he mounted his sorrel
stallion Spitfire. "I delivered that note to the
rascals, and I suppose they'll start at once- for
Harris' ranch. How far is it from here, Mr. Jacksort ?"
"Only about four miles," was the reply. "But
-thunder! How did you manage to git the note
to 'em?"
"I tied it to a stone and .threw it over at their
feet."
"Didn't they come to look for you?" Charlie
asked.
"I don't know whether they did or not. We'll
get a little closer and then we'll find out."
With their horses at a walk, thev moved on a
few yards, and then they were able to see the
eamp-fire plainly. They were just in time to see
the four men returning to it. They talked for
about a minute near the fire, and then proceeded
to saddle their horses.
"They're goin', sure enough!" the ranch.man
exclaimed. "But I don't know what you done this
for, Young Wild West."

"That's all 1·ight, Mr. Jackson," the younr, deadshot answered, in his cool and easy way. ' Harris
wants to see them on some important business,
and I am anxious to find out all about it. I mean
to. be right where I can hear every word that is
said when they meet him. Now just wait until
they get a start, and then we'll ride on after
them."
"I see," Jackson exclaimed. "You know what
you're doin', Young Wild West. You're doin ·
mighty fine since you started to rule the ranch."

CHAPTER VJ.-What Took Place at Harris'
Ranch.
No doubt Dan Willets and the three cowboys
thought it rather strange that the message should
be delivered to them in such a mysterious way.
But after going to the bushes from whence the
stone was hurled and finding no one there, they
did not see fit to make a further search.
"We've got time enough to git over to Joe
Harris' place by nine o'clock, boys," Willets said.
"There must be somethin' wrong, or that note
wouldn't have come to us the way it did. But
it ain't for us to puzzle our brains as to who
chucked it to u s. We'll jest git on our nags ~
hit the trail for Harris'."
This was quite satisfactory to his companions,
so they lost no time in mounting their horses and
riding away. With only four miles to go in order
to reach the 1·anch, and the trail leading over an
almost level stretch, it would be quite easy for
them and they would not have to ride very hard,
either. Two or three times Willets looked back,
but it was so dark that he could not have seen
any one in pursuit, even if they had been quite
close to them. The further he went, however,
the more he became puzzled a s to the manner in
which the note had been received.
"Macky must have done it," he finally decided.
"But why didn't he come right to us? Maybe
there was some one around watchin'. Most likely
that's it. I wouldn't be surprised if Young Wild
West is sneaking somewhere around the range.
Well, it's all right. That kid will git his dose afore
he's many hours older, or I'm a whole lot mistaken. Joe Harris has it in for him, an' he won't
be satisfied till Young Wild West is dead. That's
the sort of a man Harris is. He never changes
his mind after once makin' it up, an' from what
he said this afternoon, he hates that kid like pizen.
Well, we'll soon know what's up."
Then he forgot all about how the note had been
received, and continued on his way, and in due
time the lights in the ranch-house that was
owned by Joe Harri s showed up through the
foliage of a group of trees that stood near it.
"Here we are, boys," the foreman said, calling
out to his companions, who were riding close
behind him. "I reckon it ain't nine o'clock yet."
"I can't see the bands of my watch without
lightin' a match," one of them retorted.
"Never mind. It makes no difference if we':rt1
a little late. The note said for us to come over
between eight an' nine. If it's a little after nine
·
it won't make no difference."
As the fimr rode up to the door of the ranch,
house, which was not very large and built on th~
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Mexican plan, Harris came out to meet them.
"You're putty good yourself, though," the foreman declared.
"That you, Dan?" he called out, cautiously.
"I reckon it is, Joe. We're here, all right."
"I know it. I can pull a gun and shoot as quick
"Glad you canie. I thought possibly that some- as the most of them. But Young Wild West probthing had detained you."
ably has a shade over me in that particular line.
"I reckon nothin' ain't detainin' us, especially No, don't think for a moment that I am going to
when word comes to us in sich a funny way."
fight him in a square way. I just want to get
"That was the best way Mackey could do it, my hands on him, and then it won't be long be:,;ou know," the rascally ranchman answered, no fore I will put the finishing touch to him. I'd
oubt thinking that the foreman referred to the give a hundred dollars if I could get him here
finding of the note tacked to the wall of the bunk- to my place."
"Boys, I reckon we had better see what we kin
house.
do abo~t that," Willets observed, turning to his
"He must have been in a hurry."
companions.
·
"Probably he was. But come , on in. I want
"We might be able to steer him here," one of
to have a little talk with you."
-The four villains dismounted and, after trying them answered, with a shrug of the shoulders.
their horses, followed Harris into the- house. "It would mean twenty-five dollars apiece if we
There were only thr.ee rooms to the building, but did, I s'pose."
"That's just exactly what it would mean," Joe
they were all comparatively large. , Nothing in
the way of an attic was there, since the roof was Harris declared. "Manage to do it, and I'll pay
almost perfectly flat. One of the rooms was used the money over right away."
by Harris, and it was furnished somewhat taste- · "Ain't there no way of gittin' rid of him withfully. Another was the kitchen and dining-room out fetchin' him over here?" Willets asked, after
combined, while a third was assigned to the use a pause.
"Lots of ways. Either of you could shoot him
of the Mexican woman who kept house for him.
Harris had bought the ranch about a year be- when he wasn't looking. . But I hardly think you
fore, and he had been content to occupy it just would want to do it. You would be afraid of
as it was when the, purchase was made, save that .what might happen afterward.' '
"Yes, you have got that right. I wouldn't
added a little furniture to it. There was a long
wooden building not far distant that was for the want to do nothin' like that."
"All right, then. I want you to see to it that
use of the men he .had employed, and near this
were the long buildings that were necessary for he comes over here some time to-morrow. But
we'll have a drink. I almost forgot · what I
the sorting of grain, hay, etc.
that bottle out for."
The rascally ranchman turned up the wick of brought
They all r.e galed themselves ~th some of the
the oil lamp that was retting on a table in the contents
of the bottle, and then ltghted the cigars,
center of his room a litt1e higher, and then mo- which their
host passed about.
·
tioned his visitors to chairs. Having done this,
"So you have given up the idea of tryin' to
he went to a closet and brought out a bottle and win
the hand of Maggie Jackson, then, Joe?"
some glasses, as well as a box of cigars.
Willets asked, as he took the cigar from his
"Got a fine little Jivin' place here, I say," re- Dan
and blew a cloud of smoke toward the
marked Dan Willets, as he looked about and nod- mouth
rather high ceiling of the room.
ded his head approvingly.
"I can't see any use of trying any further in
"It's good enough for me, for the present, any- that direction. I don't care for any of the other
how," was the reply. "Of course I intend to build girls, tliough I think the chances are I might
on the house when I get married."
be able to win one of them if I tried. But Maggie
"How soon do you think that will be, Joe?" one struck me as being just the one I wanted for a
of the others asked, laughingly.
wife. I am only a little over thirty, boys, and
"I can't say as to that. It seems that I don't I have never yet married. But let that part of
and much of a chance of getting the girl I want. it go. As I said, I have soured on her, so I cerBut that's all right. I'll let her go. I've soured tainly will not interfere with her again. But I
on Maggie Jackson a little, anyhow. The way she am going to make it a little warm for her father,
acted this afternoon was the last straw. But just the same. That will be part of the revenge,
she'll be sorry for it, just the same; and say, you know."
·
boys," and he lowered his voice to a whisper and
"I reckon you have been gettin' revenge right
raised his forefinger as he spoke, "don't think along. Look·at the fat steers you have took from
for a moment that I am not going to have revenge Jackson.''
· for what happened over at Jackson's this after"Never mind about that. That's in our line of
noon."
business. He 'is not the only one we prey upon
"I s'posed that," Willets answered, nodding his in that line. Why, I actually think I have made
head in a matter of fact way. "You have about enough money to pay the running expenses of the
made up your mind t4at you're goin' to put ~n ranch, and all from selling cattle that I never
raised or purchased. Ha, ha, ha! I flatter myend to Young Wild West, I reckon."
self on being a 1ittle too clever for the people who
"I certainly have."
'
"And that's why you wanted us to come over." live in this section.''
'You have got it just right, Dan. The fact is
"You're the smartest one I ever ·met, anyhow,"
I am not ashamed to admit that I am a trifle the foreman declared, looking at him in admiraafraid of Young Wild West. I mean that I am tion. "But · say," and his face clouded a little,
· not inclined to fi~ht a duel with him. There is "you have been makin' a .Jot of money out of this
. no doubt that he 1s about as good as they say he · thing, but we ain't been drawin' a whole lot?"
is with a gun, and that would mean, probably,
"You have been working on a percen1;$\ge,
haven·t you?"
that I would get shot."
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"Yes, but twenty-five per cent. ain't hardly son knows all about it, and he would tell Young
enough. It was only the other day that Bob Wild West right away that my place would be a
here," and he nodded to the smartest man among good one to search for the stolen money."
them, "was sayin' that he thought we oughter
"You might be right on that," the foreman angit half of the money what you got when you sold swered, aftel' thinking for a moment. · "Come to
the cattle."
think of it, Mackey is put down as bein' a thief
"That's right, Joe Harris," Bob spoke up, quick- by a whole lot of people. There's a few as sorter
ly. "I ain't goin' to deny that I said it. I made think that you might be one, too, Joe. The last
up my mind to speak to you about it, anyhow, an' time I was up to Blind Forks I heard a man wh~
was half filled up with bug-juice sayin' that you
I'm glad Dan has brought it up."
never got your money honest."
The ranchman laughed lightly.
"I'm not at all surprised at this," he declared,
"Ha, ha, ha!"
after a short silence. "But if you remember
The ranchman laughed as if he was proud of
rightly it was you who proposed that you receive being spoken about in that way.
a quarter of the profit derived from the rustling
"Never mind," he added. "Let them think and
game, Dan."
talk as they like. The thing for them to do is to
"Yes, I remember. But mayb'e it ain't quite prove that I have got my money dishonestly. But
enough, so if you're willin' to make it half it will remembel' one thing, I am aiming to kill two birds
be a lot better."
with one stone, as I said before. You had better
"I am quite willing to do anything. You shall try and manage to steal Jackson's money to-night
have fifty per cent. of what I receive from the sale and bring it over here. Mackey can go over with
of the cattle. But you must understand that I you, and after you have got the tin box out of
am taking the biggest risk. I have to sell the the house you can let him bring it over. Then it
cattle, and they have the brand of their owners will be easy enough for one of you to slip it out
upon them, too. It surely is a dangerous piece that you saw him over that way during the night.
That will be quite enough for Young Wild West.
of business to be engaged in.".
"It's dangerous enough fo1· what you do, I He will be making for here in a jiffy to make a
s'pose, but don't you think it's mighty dangerous search for the money. ·That's just the ·sort of a
fellow he is. He is not afraid of anything, ~
for us to steal the steers?"
"Yes, I suppose it is. But generally you wait he generally goes the limit."
"But he'll bring his pards with him if he comes,
until you are sure you will not be caught doing
most likely," one of the cowboys said.
it."
"That's all right. It will be all the better. I
"That's right, too," and· the villainous foreman
nodded his head and looked at his companions. just want to get them in this room once. You
"I reckon it's about an even thing, as far as the don't know what kind of a place this is. I'll
shJ:Jw you something that you never dreamed of."
danger is concerned."
Harris got up, and going to the window, pulled
"No matter if it isn't. It is decided now that
the shades so nobody might have a possible
we will share equally i:rl the profits, so that is down
chance of looking inside. Then he moved the
settled. Now then, we'll get back to Young wooden
that was in a corner of the
Wild West. I have got a pretty good plan; and room andbedstead
ring in the floor.
a
showed
two
killing
if it can be carried out we will be
"Fetch the lamp here, _Dan," he said, and Wilbirds with one stone. You know as well as I do
that in order to keep things going and accumu- lets promptly obeyed.
"This is the trap-door," he went on, as he
late any wealth we have got to do plenty of other
stealing besides rustling cattle. Dan, I have stooped and caught the ring with his fingers.
A quick pull and the trap-door opened, showheard you say two or three times that Jackson
keeps quite a little pile of money in his house at ing a square of blackness that was more t!?_t1-n
times. You said he has it locked up in a tin large enough for a person _to go through. ~e
cowboys were ·greatly surprised.
box, which he keeps under his bed."
"A cellar under the house, eh? I never
· "That's right, an' I ain't got no doubt but what knowed
that afore," Willets declared.
there's over a thousand dollars in that box at this
"No, it isn't a cellar. It seems that the house
very minute," the foreman answered, quickly.
built over an old well w.bich had become dry,
"Good! Now then, I am going to suggest that wasdoubt.
The well is about thirty feet deep,
you steal that box and bring it here to my ranch." no
and I have been thinking of filling it up several
"That might be done putty easy. Me an' the times.
I mean to proceed shortly now and do it.
boys has talked it over quite a few times, thinkin' But before
do so I want Young Wild West to be
that it would be a good thing to git hold of the lying dead I at
bottom. Now then, you can
box an' divide the money among us. But how understand whythe
I want to get him hel'e."
much do you want of the pile if I bring it here?"
"I see!" Willets exclaimed, nodding his head.
"Fifty per cent., of course. Just the same as
"I reckon nobody would ever know what become
with the cattle."
"But I'll be takin' all the risk," and a crafty of him, would they?"
"They certainly wouldn't."
look shone upon the face of Willets.
Harris closed the trap-doortand turned to m<:,!;e
"You think so, eh? Why, don't it occur to you
tlrat Young Wild West would come here to look the bed back in position. ~·
But at that very moment a cracking sound W{IS
for the money if it was stolen from Jackson?"
heard above their heads, and as they looked u11"I don't know why he would."
"I do. He don't like me, and I think he put ward thei-e came a crash and a human form shot
me down for a thief right away. I know Mackey, down, landing in a heap upon the floor of tl:(e
room.
my foreman, has a mighty bad reputation. Jack-
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CHAPTE;R VII.-Wild's Deadly Peril
It was not necessary for Young Wild West and
his companions to keep very close behind the four
rascally men, since Ranchman Jackson knew the
way to the Harris ranch.
They rode along rather leisurely, and finally
Saw the light shining from the windows of the
~obe house.
"There she is!'' Jackson exclaimed, as she
slackened the pace of his hori;e and pointed ahead.
"It wasn't much of a ride, was it?" Cheyenne
Charlie observed, turning to Wild and Jim.
''Only a very short distan<;e, Charlie," the young
deadshot answered. "Now then, I reckon we had
better not get too close, for if there is anything
· up over therP-, quite likely a watch is being kept."
The boy dismounted, and his companions did
likewise..
.
Then leading their horses to within about a
hundred yards of the house, Wild turned to them
and said:
"Stay right here, and I'll move over there and
'See what I can find out."
·
They nodded approvingly, and the young deadshot, without waiting any further, started toward
the house. Reachmg the trees that were very
near it, he paused and took a good look at the
' ~ilding.
"An old Mexican ranch," he muttered. "Nothing strange about that, I suppose. But I did have
an idea that Joe Harris, being reported as a rich
man, would have a better hou e to live in than
this appears to be. It's all right, though;- I don't
care if it's an adobe house or a measly shanty.
I'll just have a peep inside if there is any way
to do it."
Then he proceeded to move cautiously about
the house and reaching the front, quickly saw
the four horses tied to the trees. The door was
closed, so he took it for granted that the cowboys
must have gone into the house. Wild looked
around through the darkness as well as he co1.1ld,
and then after listening for a couple of minutes
and hearing nothmg that would indicate that any
one was prying about, he crept close to the house
and was soon beneath a window.
But it happened that the window belonged to
, e room that was occupied by the Mexican
~oman. The boy no sooner made this discovery
than he moved around to the front, and took the
risk of peering in.
But this was the kitchen and dining-room combined, and there was no one in it, a lamp burning low on the mantel. The boy waited a few
seconds, and then made his way directly past
the door that was in the center of the building,
and paused before another window. He could
hear voices now, so he k11ew he had struck the
right place at last. But it happened that a shade
was pulled down. and he could not see inside.
However, he could understand what was being
said, and as it happened that the villains inside
were talking about him at that very moment, he
was not a little interested. The young deadshot
imained there for some little time, taking in
everything that was said. He was somewhat
amazed when he heard Harris denounce him so
bitterly and declare that he must have his life,
but the thought of the old-time saying, "forewarned is forearmed," made him smile. Sent
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upon having a look at the conspirators inside, he
moved along to another window. But it happened
that it was at that very time Joe Harris pulled
down the shades, and finding himself baffled, the
young deadshot looked for another way. As he
glanced up at the end of the building, he saw
that the ruof was a thatched one, and apparently
in a rather bad condition.
"By jingo!" he exclaimed, under his breath.
"Possibly tnere is a hole or crack in the roof. I'll
get up there."
There was a tree right at hand, and with the
agility of a squirrel the boy quickly climbed up,
and then creeping out upon a llmb, found that he
could easily get upon the roof. He did this without making any noise, though he could feel the
roof bend slightly under his weight. Within three
feet of the corner of the building he could see
light streaming through a crack. Stealthily the
young de.adshot crept toward this point, and
just as he reached it and caught a glimpse of the
men below the rotten old roof gave an ominous
crack, and then before hE could get back out of
the way he was precipitated downward like a shot.
Used to all sort of surprises and sudden happenings, Young Wild West was not nearly as
handicapped as the average p~rson might have
·been. When he felt himself going downward he
gripped his revolver tightly, and when he landed
upon all fours before the astounded villains he
.lost no time in springing to his feet. It was
while he was ascending the tree in order to reach
the root that Harris was showing the cowboys
the secret trap-door and telling them about the
dry well that was underneath. Wild had not
heard a word of this, but that made little or no
difference.
He was right there among them now, and leveling his revolver at Harris the moment he regained
his feet, he called out sharply:
"Hands up, you scoundrels! I've got you dead
to rights."
But quick as he was, there was another there
who was just as quick. It was Dan Willets.
He happened to be close to t}ie young deadshot
and almost directly behind him, and with one
quick blow he struck the revolver from the boy's
hand and then swung a sinewy arm about his
neck.
"I've got him, Joe," he called out, excitedly.
"He's saved us the trouble of puttin'. up a job to
git him to come here. Dropped right down
through the roof. Who would ha¥e thought it?"
"Hold him tight," cried Harris, as he ran excitedly to a window and pulled aside the shade.
"Quite likel:i. his partners are with him."
Two of the cowboys hastened to aid the foreman in overpowering the boy, and taking note of
this, the ranchman turned to the other and, catching him by the arm, said :
"Come on outside and be ready to fire."
It happened to be Bob, and he, being a gritty
sort of fellow, nodded and quickly followed Ha1·ris to the door. Throwing it open they dashed
outside, and going back a short distance, looked
up at the roof of the building. But there was
no one to be seen. Cautiously the two went all
the way around the house, peering through the
darkness in search of those they expected to be
near at hand.
For five minutes they searched about, and then
satisfied that he was mistaken, and that Young
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Wild West had come there alone, Harris turned
and led the way back to the house.
"How about it?" Dan Willets asked, anxiously,
as the two entered the room.
"There seems to be no one around. I rather
think Young Wild West came here alone. No
doubt he thought he was very foxy, and probably
he was listening to all we said; but it couldn't
have happened better, boys."
Wild was being held by Willets and the two
cowboys who had remained. He had made a
desperate struggle at first, but finding it useless,
became quiet. The sudden fall had not injured
him a particle, and he was now quite himself, just
as cool as ever, and defiant as well.
"Harris," he said, looking straight at the villainous ranchman, "I reckon you had better put
a new roof on this house of yours. It isn't safe
for a ~llow to get up there."
"It wasn't very safe for a fellow, that's a fact,"
and Harris laughed sardonically as he looked up
at the opening. "After I have disposed of you
I'll have a piece of canvas placed over that hole
temporarily, so in case it rains no damage will
be done. But enough of this. !believe in striking
while the iron is hot. We have got you now, so
we'll get rid of you without further delay."
He pointed to the trap-door which had been
closed just before the young deadshot dropped
among them. Bob, the cowboy who had gone out
with him, quickly stepped over and raised it.
Willets forced Wild to go close to it, and then the
ranchman pointed into the dark depths below-and
said:
"Young Wild West, this is the mouth of a very
deep well which is quite dry. I happen to know
that it will be impossible for you to climb out of
it, even if you are not killed or your limbs broken
as you tumble into it. lt is so deep that your
cries couldn't be heard outside of this house, too.
There is where you are going to your last resting
place, and I'll get these men to help me throw in
some dirt and debris so you will be properly
buried. Now then, if you wish to say a prayerbefore you die, it is time to do it, for it is the
last chance you will ever have."
The villain's words sounded ominous enough,
and a slight chill passed over the young deadshot. But it was not the first time he had been placed
in a situation like this, and unflinchingly he
looked into the eyes of Harris and exclaimed:
"Do ' your worst, you scoundrel, but don't think
for an instant that I fear to die. I am not dead
yet, though, and I honestly believe that I will get
the best of you."
"You will do it right away, then," Harris
hissed. "I hate you, Young Wild West, and I did
the first moment I saw you. What I had heard of
you was quite enough to make me feel that way,
but when I saw the look on your face as I started
to talk to Maggie Jackson to-day, the feeling that
came over me was pronounced. Here is where
your career ends, and no longer will you interfere
with those who don't suit you in their ways. In
with him, boys."
As the last words came from the lips of the ·
villain he seized the young deadshot by the arm
and pushed him toward the opening. Wild struggled desperately to prevent it, but it was useless.
His feet were pushed from under him, and then
down he went like a catapult, a sharp cry escaping his lips as he disappeared from view.

Bang! The trap-door was slammed into place,
and then Harris seized the bed, and with the
assistance of the men pushed it back into the
corner.
"There!" the ranchman said, with a sigh of
relief. "We have got away with him. Now then,
we'll look for his partners."
"How about the box of money that's over in
Jackson's house?" Willets asked, after thinkinp:
for a moment.
•
··
"That's all right. Since we arranged to get it,
we won't change our plans any. I'll go out to
the quarters of my men now, if the coast is clear,
and I'll fetch Mackey here. If necessary you can
have three or four extra men to help you out."
"Mackey will be enough, if we kin git away
from here wit;_hout bein' shot by Young Wild
West's partners," the foreman answered, as he
shrugged his shoulders uneasily.
"I don't think they are here. If they came with
Young Wild West they certainly would have come
right to the house with him. Just wait till I
see how things are outside."
He put on his hat, and then lighting a cigar,
turned and went out of the house.
After looking around and satisfying himself
that the1·e was no one there, Harris hurried to the
bunk-house, which was not a great distance away. ·
There was a light there, and he knew th~
Mackey and some of the cowboys were insich..
He found five of them there playing cards, the
rest being out somewhere on the range, either
engaged in looking after the cattle that belonged
to the ranch, or trying to steal others. A word
from the· boss brought Mackay to the door instantly. Then in a few whispered words Harris
told him of what had happened.
"Don't let the men know about the death of
Young Wild West," he added in a low whisper.
"There's no need of running the risk of having
them go against us in case an arrest is made
by the sheriff."
"They won't know nothin' about it from me,
Joe," Mackay answered. "Just tell me about
what you want to do now, an' you kin bet I'll
do it."
"Come on to the house with me."
Mackay told the cowboys that he was going to
quit the game .of cards, and that he did not kn~
when he would be back, and then he followed the
boss to the house.
Willets and his three men were sitting in the
room with the light turned down, each of them
holding his gun, as if they expected at any
moment an attack would be made.
·
When the door opened they sprang to their feet
and stood aggressively. But a laugh from the
owner of the ranch quieted them, and their revolvers went back into the holsters.
"Did he do any y!!lling for help while I was
out?" Harris asked.
"Ain't heard a sound," declar.ed Willets. "We
was listenin', too. Most likely he got killed when
he dropped down. How deep did you say the
well was?"
"More than thirty feet, I'm sure."
"He got killed, all right," Bob declared, "'cause
if he didn't he sartinly would have yelled like
everything. Any one would, no matter how brave
he was."
When he had explained to his foreman the
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money box that was kept under Jackson's bed at
the ranch, Harris turned to Dan Willets and told
him that he. could go as soon as he liked.
"I reckon there hadn't oughter be any hurry
about us goin' back to the ranch," Willets answered, looking somewhat uneasy. "We was ordered to go out on the range an' work in the
moonlight gatherin' up strays. I forgot to tell
you that Young Wild West is bossin' the ranch
~ while he's there. Jackson turned things over to
him. We were discharged, but they let up on
us, after we agreed to do as Young Wild West
said. He calls ;himself the ruler of the ranch, I
believe."
"You mean he did call himself that. But he is
now the ruler of nothing, for· the chances are
that he is either dead or dying," and Joe Harris
laughed harshly.
"Young Wild West won't be there to do anything -if we're caught around the house," Bob
said, after a pause. "But how about his two
pards?"
"You must keep a watch for them, that's all.
Don't go back by the way you came. Make a
straight cut for the ranch, even if the way is a
little longer. The moon is up now, and you can
pick your way all rig}lt. By the time you get to
ranch they'll all be going to bed, most likely,
unless they are waiting for Young Wild West to
return."
"If they're waitin~ for him to come back I
reckon they'll wait till doomsday," laughed Willets.
"Have a drink before you go, boys," and the
ranchman pointed to the bottle on the table.
They all accepted the invitation, and then as
they were ready to leave, Harris remarked:
"I won't have any debris or dirt tumbled into
the old well just now. I'll wait unti~ after Youn~
Wild West's partners are tumbled m. Then I'll
partly fill it up, so no offensive odor can possibly
arise later on. Go on, boys. I am going to turn
in now and sleep the sleep of the just. That's
the sort of man I am. Ha, ha, ha!"
The cowboys went on out of the house, and
after watching them mount their horses and ride
away, Joe Harris closed the door, and then sat
down to finish his cigar. He remained there half
an hour, perhaps, before the cigar was done
' with, and then he lost no time in making his
preparations to go to bed. Soon the light was
extinguished, and he was resting as calmly as if
nothing out of the ordinary had taken place during the evening.
CHAPTER VIII.-Hop I s in a Streak of Luck.

,

It was no long after the departure of Young
Wild West and his partners and the ranchman
~hen Hop Wah strolled leisurely around to the
front of the house. He had failed to find Aunt
Maria in the neighborhood of the kitchen, but
just as he walked leisurely up she came out of
the door.
If her face could have been seen it might have
looked very sour, and she had also removed the
rather fancy dress she had put on earlier in the
evening.
"Velly nicee night, so be," Hop observed, adqressing no one in particular.
·
The cowgirls tittered, and then Hop proceeded
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without delay to tell them some sort of a story
about his wonderful uncle in China, which they
could not get head nor tail of. .
"Hop," said Arietta, interrupting him, "since
you seem to be in such a good humor, suppose you
show the ladies a magic trick."
"A magic trick!" Mrs. Jackson cried. "It
seems to me I heard John say somethin' about
that. What a wonderful Chinee he must be."
"Me velly smartee Chinee. Me likee Melican
lady velly muchee," and Hop nodded his head
toward Aunt Maria.
But she did not deign to make a reply. It
seemed that she had quite enough of him, and
was not going to ever speak to him again. The
cowgirls were very anxious to see Hop's magic,
so at the suggestion of Sally they all went into
the house, he accompanying them. Ever ready to
amuse an audience, the clever Chinee lost no time
in starting in. The tricks he showed them were
old, of course, but to the Jacksons they were quite
new, since they had never had much of an opportunity to see a magician perform. For the
time being all hands forgot about those who had
gone out upon the range to watch the rascally
cowboys, and as Hop kept right at it, it was past
eleven o'clock before Arietta suddenly thought it
was time for Wild to return.
"Do you see what time it is?" she asked, pointing to the clock.
"My!" exclaimed Aunt Maria, who in spite of
herself had been an interested spectator. "And
I've got to get up half-past four, too, I'm goin'
straight to bed. Good-night."
Out of the room she went, and then Hop stepped back from the table and turning to the mistress of the house, said:
"Me velly muchee sleepy. Where me go to bed,
Missee Jackson?"
"Why, didn't my husband tell you?"
"He no say somethling 'boutee."
"I told him to. I fixed up a good bed for you
and your brother. It's in the attic over the
kitchen. I'll show it to you right away. I believe your brother is there now, for I told him
about it myself some time ago."
"My fool blother allee samee likee sleepee velly
muchee, so be," the Chinaman answered.
Mrs. Jackson took a lamp, and led the way out
through the kitchen, and opening a door, showed
him a narrow flight of stairs which went upward
to the left.
"There you are, Hop," she said. "I'll bid you
good-night."
"Lat allee light, Missee Jackson. Me only
wantee know.ee, so be. Me no go to bed yet. Me
wantee go outtee and smokee um cigar."
"Oh, all right. Suit yourself about that."
Then the good woman went back and joined the
girls. They remained there until twelve o'clock,
and then it was d~cided that they should all go
to their rooms.
"We could hardly expect them to come back
very soon, since they went out to watch the cowboys," Arietta said, after thinking it over. "There
is no need of us remaining up any longer. It's
a pretty sure thing that they'll not get into
danger, anyhow, since there are only four men
to oppose them should there be trouble."
Ten minutes later they were all in their rooms,
and the house was darkened with the exception
of Hop. Meanwhile. the clever Chin- hAd
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turned his footsteps toward the bunk-house. He
was thinking that perhaps one or more of the
cowboys might take a notion to return there to
go to sleep, and if such a thing happened he
wanted to be around to see the fun. Just as he
got near the door of the building he heard the
sounds made by app1oaching horses. Naturally,
he thought it was the ranchman returning with
Young Wild West and his partners, and waiting
close to the building, he watched for them to
appear.
Up came the horses right to the end of the
bunk-house, and then they came to a halt. Hop
listened and heard low voices, and then he knew
right away that he was mistaken. Young Wild
West and his partners were not there.
The Chinaman stepped quietly inside the building. A ray of moonlight streamed through a
window, and the first thing his eyes rested upon
Mackey were doing most of the talking, and
finally the latter said :
"You might as well do it now as any other
time. You know how to git tn the house, so go
ahead. We'll go with you right to the houst!, but
in case anything happens we'll be ready to shoot.
You needn't be so mucb afraid, 'cause it ain't
likely that Young Wild West's pards is there.
They're out lookin' for him, that's a putty sure
thing. But they'll never find him, will they,
boys"!"
There was low laughter at this, and Hop
pricked up his ears.
"They'll find him when they tumble down into
the old dry well, where he's !yin' dead; that is,
if they're alive when they land there," Willets
said, gravely.
Hop gave a violent start, for it flashed upon
him instantly that the young deadshot had been
slain. The affection he bore for Young Wild
West was so strong that he trembled, and the
tears came into his eyes. But he gulped down the
lump that came in his throat and listened further. It was little more that he could learn
about the young deadshot, however, for the men
was the barrel he had hidden himself behind
earlier in the evening. He hurried to it, and just
as he got there five men came inside. Hop was
able to count them, for it was light enough for
him to see them all, and he knew that four of
them were the men who had been sent out upon
the range to work in the moonlight. The other
man he did not know at first, but as he stepped
into the moonlight he recognized him as Mackay,
the man who had tacked the note to the wall.
A thrill of satisfaction shot through the Chinaman's frame, for he realized that it was a lucky
move he had made when he came to the bunkhouse after being shown where he was to sleep
for the night.
"Me velly smartee Chinee," he muttered, under
his breath. "Now !en, me findee outtee plenty
somethlings, so be."
For reasons of their own the rascally cowboys
did not see fit to light a lantern. They stood together in a group, talking in low tones, and as
Hop listened it did not take him long to understand that they meant to rob the house.
When he heard this he wished he was outside,
so he might go and warn the girls. But there
was no chance of getting out of the building now,
-sn he was forced to remain. Dan Willets and

beg~n talking about the proposed robbery, and
soon went out of the building.
Hop waited until they were far enough away,
and then he slipped trom behind the barrel and
hurried outside. Just what to do he did not
. know, but it struck him that it would be best for
him to follow the scoundrels in order to learn
what had happened to Wild.
lf he should let Arietta know what he had
heard there would be a big time, and he decided
that it was just possible after all that Wild was
living, even if he were at the bottom of a dry
well.
"Me knowee _whattee do," he muttered, half
moanfully. "Me nevee feelee likee lis before.
Maybe me gittee my horse and -findee Misler
Charlie and Misler Jim. But me ·gott_ee follow
um bad Melican men, lat velly sure."
This seemed to be the proper decision, so he
hastened to the corral and was not long in catching the piebald broncho he always rode. The
saddle and bridle were near at hand, and he s9on
had the steed in readiness.
· Then he waited behmd the big barn for the
villains to appear. It was not long that he had·
to wait, for Dan Willets had it all his own way,
since there was not a man in the house, and he
worked so silently that he managed to get the
tin box that contained the savings of Jackson
without being discovered. As he came out of the ~'·
window with it he found Mackey ready to i-eceive
it.
"It's easy," he said, in a whisper. "The old
lady wasn't in the room at all. I could he~r her
talkin' in another room. Jackson can't be home,
an' it's most likely that Young Wild West's pards
ain't here, either. As I said before, they'r~ out
lookin' for the kid."
"Come on, then," Mackey said, brusquely. "We
have got the money, so we'll git back to our
ranch."
Hop watched them as they mounted, and then
as they rode away he got into the saddle and
permitted his horse to walk around to the corner
of the barn. The five came to a halt just then
and proceeded to talk.
"You're goin' by the same way we come, I
s'pose," the Chinaman heard Willets say.
"Yes," was the reply.
"Well, we'll strike out along the range an' find~
some good place to sleep till mornin'·. When
we come back we'll be awful surprised when we
learn that Young Wild West can't be found. But
you had better look out for them two pards of
his, Mackey. They might be hanging around
your house now. It sorter seems to me that they
must know that the kid went there, an' they'll
be lookin' for him."
"They'll find him at the bottom of the ·old
well, which is right under the bos's bed," Mackey chuckled.
Hop gave a violent start. Now he knew where
the young deadshot was supposed to be.
"Me go findee velly muchee quickee," he muttered. "Misler Wild no dead. Me no believe )at.
Me findee Misler Charlie and Misler Jim, and
Jen evelythling be allee light. Misler Wild no ..
born to die lat way."
As if he actually believed his own words, the .
Chinaman nodded his head several times, and
then as Mackey parted company with the four
rascally cowboys and rode off, he rode around
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After listening long enough to hear the regular
' the barn and watched the others as they struck
breathing of some one inside, they decided that
out over the range.
, Mackey was not yet out of sight when the there was a sleeper there, so they moved on
Chinaman started after him. Hop knew he must around to the front of the house.
They tried each window they came to, and it
be ver y careful, since the moon was shining
brightly, but he was bound not to lose the trail, was not long before they could hear some one
snoring lustily.
so he kept as close as he dared.
lt was Joe Harris. The villain had dropped off
In this way he went on, and after what seemed
to be a very long time to him lie came in sight · to sleep almost as soon as his head fell upon the
of the adobe house that was occupied by Joe pillow, and he was now jn the land of dreams.
Harris. He brought his horse to a halt among Jim turned and looked around, and when his eyes
the trees and watched Mackey as he rode up and fell upon a light that shone from a window of the
dismounted. Then he saw him enter the house cowboys' quarters he gripped the scout by the
and come out again five minutes later to take his arm and whispered:
"I reckon we had better go over there, Charhorse and lead it toward the cowboy quarteTs.
Hop was about to make his way toward tht) lie."
"Great gimlets!" the scout exclaimed, in a
house when a stealthy footstep sounded near him.
whisper. "Everybody ain't gone to sleep around
"Hands up!" a voice whispered close to him.
here, that's sartin. That's the bunk-house, I
The Chinaman quickly recognized the voice.
"Lat you, Misler Jim?" he exclaimed, with de- reckon."
"I reckon so. Come on."
light. "Me velly glad you here, so be."
Then the two cautiously approached the buildSure enough, it was Jim Dart, and a second
later Cheyenne Charlie and Jackson appeared ing, and a couple of minutes later they were peering through a narrow window and watching four
through the bushes.
men playing poker at a table. They were the ones
belonging to Harris's ranch, and they certainly
seemed to be greatly interested in the game.
CHAPTER IX.-A Fruitless . Search.
Charlie and Jim looked about and saw that
Young Wild West's two partners and the others had turned into their bunks. Amazed at
r a nchman sat down and watched in the direction seeing all this, for there was nothing at all that
of the ranch-house for fully fifteen minutes after suggested that anything was wrong about the
the young deadshot · took his departure. Then place, they stepped back from the window and
looked at each other.
Cheyenne Charlie became uneasy.
"I don't know what to make of it, Charlie,"
"Jim," he said, as he arose to his feet, "it
sorter strikes me that it's about time Wild was Jim whispered, shakin~ his head.
"Nor I don't, either,' was the reply. "Where
comin' back."
"Never mind, Charlie. We'll wait a little kin Wild be?"
"Probably he went back to join us while we
longer, anyhow."
"Might as well wait/' Jackson spoke up. were coµring. He might have taken a different
"There's one thing sartin, nothin' ain't happened route, you know." .
"That's possible, but I don't think he did. Say,
over there or we would have heard somethin'
them four galoots we started out to watch toabout it."
The three could not see the bunk-house that night ain't here, either."
"But they certainly came here."
was located near the adobe building in which Joe
"I know that. But they must have gone away,
Harris lived, so of course they were unable to
learn that anything was wrong about the place. an' it sorter looks as though they've been gone
For another fifteen minutes they remained a gooq while, or they wouldn't be asleep in the
where they were, and then Charlie became so house. Them fellers playin' poker in there act as
"t' impatient that Jim. Dart consented to go with if the game has been goin' on a good while."
"Yes, I noticed that The best thing, we can
him and try and find out something about Wild.
The ranchman was willing to remain with the do is to go back to Jackson and if Wild hasn't
returned we'll figure on some other plan. It's
horses, so the two promptly set out.
When they were wiJ:hin a couple of hundred mighty strange that Wild has disappeared so
feet of the house the lights suddenly went out. suddenly."
Jim turned and walked softly away, and after
Charlie and Jim were surprised when the house
suddenly became darkened. They had been watch- taking another look, the scout followed him.
Back they went to the house, and went through
ing a light that shone from a window with the
shade drawn down so long that it seemed odd the performance of listening again. The snoring
had ceased, but the regular breathing of a man
that it should disappear all at once.
"What do you make out of that, Jim?" the in the room convinced them that there was no
use in looking there for the missing deadshot.
scout a sked, as they came to a stop.
"Looks a s though they're going to bed, Char- Reluctantly they turned their steps toward the
spot where they had left Jackson with the horses.
lie," was the r eply.
"Yes, I know that. But how about Wild? He was watching for them, and the moment their
forms showed up in the moonlight as they came
Where kin h e be?"
from behind some bushes he called out eagerly:
"We have got to find that out. Come on."
"Did you find him?"
Charlie was more than willing, so they moved
"No," Jim answered. "We ;:ire a little puzalong noiselessly and soon were at the back of the
,
zled, Mr. Jackson. I don't really know what to
house.
Just a s Wild had done, they paused at the win- do."
The three then began talking it over. But no
_dow of the room that was occupied by the Mexione could make a. &11.ll'll'estion that AAP.mP.n at all
can woman.
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worth trying. They were well satisfied that the
four rascally cowboys had got through with their
business at Joe Harris's house and had left, and
they figured that it was probably Harris who was
asleep in one o:f the rooms. The fact that the
cowboys were playing poker made it plain that
nothing was going on that Young Wild West
could be implicated in.
Finally Charlie shook his head in a determined
way and said:
~
· "I won't be satisfied to go away from here
until I've been ipside that house. I've got it in
my head that Wild is in there. I'm going in, if
I have to shoot somebody to do it."
Then Charlie turned and started toward the
ranch-house. Jim spoke a few words to the
ranchman, so that he would not forget to stay
right there, and went along after him. Straight
to the window of the room that was unoccupied
Charlie went. He knew that it was quite likely
that no one was inside, since he and Jim had
listened there on their first visit. There was no
sash to the window, but a shade made of heavy
cloth was drawn down and fastened at the bottom. This did not prevent the scout from getting inside, however. He used his keen-edged
hunting-knife and cut the shade squarely across,
and then he cautiously pushed his head and
shoulders through the opening and listened.
Not a sound could be heard. Withdrawing his
head, he said in .a whisper to Jim:
"I'm goin' to strike a match an' have a look
in there afore I go any further."
The boy nodded, so Charlie struck a match,
and holding it inside took a good look around.
It was the kitchen part of the house. No one
was there, of course, and when he saw two doors
that were closed he gave a nod of satisfaction,
and blowing out the match, whispered to Jim to
remain where he was, and then drew himself
noiselessly through the window.
Stepping lightly upon the floor, Charlie again
struck a match. When he got his bearings he
started for a door that was almost opposite him.
His hand touched a knob, and then he slowly
turned it. The door was not locked, and opened
readily.
•
As the scout looked through he found that the
moonlight was streaming through a window, and
when he ~aw a person lying upon a bed asleep he
drew back slightly. But bound to be satisfied
that Wild was not there a prisoner, he pushed the
door open ·a little further and then found that it
was a woman who was asleep.
The young deadshot was not there, that was
sure, so he stepped back and softly closed the
door. It happened that the moon did not shine
in the kitchen part of the house, but he could see
the window, and the outlines of Jim's head and
shoulders were there. Back to it he went, and
in a whisper told the boy the result of his first
obsewation.
"I'm goin' into the other room now," he said.
"You jest git around to one of them windows,
an' cut a hole through the shade so you kin look
in."
Jim nodded and quickly moved from the spot.
Charlie then made his way to the other door, but
found that it was locked. Somewhat exasperated
at this discovery, he turned and hurried back to
the window. Out he came, and as he stepped
around to the end of the house he saw Jim in the

act of slitting a shade. The boy g:lVe a start
and quickly gripped his revolver. But he recognized the s"cout, and giving a nod, waited to hear
what he had to say.
"The other door was locked, Jim," Charlie
whispered. "I reckon I've got to git in this way.''
"All right. But you must remember there's a
fellow in there asleep. There may be more than
one, too, so be very careful what you do."
Jim finished cutting the shade in two, and then ~.
both listened at the window to make sure that
the sleeper had not been awakened. But he was
breathing regularly, so bent upon carrying out
his plan, the scout seized the window-sill and
drawing himself up, crept through.
He reached down and put his weight upon his
left hand as he touched the floor, and then managed to get through without the least sound be- ing made. Certainly Joe Harris must have been
a sound sleeper, for the ray of moonlight that
was admitted after the shade had been cut in
two did not disturb him in the least. Charlie
could see him lying at full · length upon the bed
in the corner, and when he made out that he was
undressed and in sleeping attire, it flashed upon
him that he had taken the risk for naught.
He went on about the room, opening a closet
and looking behind the chairs. But that was all
it amounted to, so shaking his head sadly, lie
crept back to the window and was soon outsidEY
again.
"Well, Jim," he said, as they drew a short distance from the building, "there's only three
rooms to that blamed house, as far as I kin see,
an' I've looked through them all. Wild ain't
there. There ain't no upstairs to it, 'cause the
roof is as flat as a pancack. But there might
be a cellar under it. Sometimes there is, you
know.''
They went on around the house, but there was
nothing like an entrance to a cellar to be seen.
Two or three times they went about the house,
looking to make sure that there was no other
room attached to it. Then they made their way to
the quarters of the cowboys again. But they
found the game of poker still_in progress, so there
was nothing for them there.
Much time had been taken by doing all this, •
and when they finally went back to join Jacksor.,..
. they found him half asleep. Jim looked at his
watch.
"Why, it's nearly one o'clock!" he exclaimed.
"What are we going to do, anyhow? Suggest
something, Gharlie.''
"I can't," the scout shook his head sadly.
"What to do I don't know. Where in thunder
kin Wild be? The only thing that I kin say is
that he must have followed them measly coyotes
when they went away from here. He's found
another horse, most likely. Let's go an' find
out, anyhow, an' if we can't find him maybe
Arietta kin think of somethin' that's to be done.''
As they were about to mount their horses they
heard ~he faint sounds made by a rapidly approachmg horse.
"There!" exclaimed the scout, excitedly. "Come
over this way. Hurry up."
..
Leaving the horses where .they were, they hurried through a patch of bushes, and when they
had · gone about a hundred yards they suddenly
saw a horse and rider loom up in the moonlight•
.He was riding straight for a ranch-house, too,
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but they quickly saw that it was not Young Wild
West. Pausing among some trees, they -watched
the man as he dismounted and entered the house.
Then just as they were thinking about going over
to it again another horse was heard approaching.
.
"Wait a minute," advised Dart, as Charlie was
starting to leave the spot.
The hoof-beats of the horse suddenly ceased,
~ though they knew that it .had been halted very
close to them. Excited and eager to learn what
it all meant, the three remained where they were
for about five minutes. Then their attention was
drawn to the house again. The man who had entered it was coming out. They watched him .go
away with his horse, and then they suddenly
heard a footstep near them. Jim shook his hand
warningly, and revolver in hand, sta~ted in the
direction the sound came from. Then 1t was that
he came upon Hop Wah, as has already been described.
CHAPTER X.-A1·ietta And The Cowgirls ArEl
On Hand.
It was a thrillhig moment for Young Wild
West when he felt himself shooting downward
into the depths of the well.
• Twice he caught hold of projecting stones, but
they were slippery, and he could not hold fast.
However, his fall was lessened greatly, and when
he landed at the bottom it was with much less
force than if he had dropped without interference.
Confused and partially stunned, he lay in a heap
for perhaps two minutes. Then he slowly got
himself together and arose to his feet. Wild did
n<it cry for help. He knew it would avail him
nothing if he did, so he wisely refrained from doing so. What he did do as soon as h~ had thought
it .over and come to a full realization of his predicament was to find a match. Striking it, he
held it up to look around, but the air was so thin
where he was that the match went out instantly.
He tried it again, this time shielding it with his
hands, and was more succei;sful.
It took him but the space of a few seconds to
discover that the well he had been thrown into
-was not more than four feet in diamet!c!t, and
-:., that a bed of black sand was what he had fallen
upon.
Stones of all shapes had been u sed in forming
it after the well had been dug, but they were
so slippery that when he felt of them he found
that it would be a difficult task to climb upward.
But he did not despair, and letting the match
drop to the ground after it had burned out, he
undertook the task of mounting upward. He
managed to get six feet from the ground, only to
slip and fall back again. Then somewhat, di scouraged, he sat down for a moment and finally
struck another match. There was nothing to be
seen that would a ssist him to climb out, but a
sort of instinct caused him to fe el about in the
center Then suddenly he gave an exclamation
f joy, for his fingers came in contact with what
, e knew was a bar of iron. Eagerly he dug into
the sand and quickly pulled it out. The bar was
probably five feet. in length, sharpened at one end,
and with a sort of flanged head on the other. The
bar certainly was. a lucky find for him, for he
~~s not long in placing the sharp end between
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two stones, so the other end came down at an
angle and permitted him to put himself upward
upon it. Once he got there it took him some
time to find the necessary cracks for one of his
fingers to catch in and his hands to hold upon
above him.
,But he found them all right, and then releasing
the bar from his positioJ1, he placed it above his
head, and soon was that much further upward.
He had to be very careful lest he might drop the
bar or fall himself, and as he felt about with one
hand to find another lodgment for the bar, he
suddenly came to an opening that was more than
large enough for his entire hand to go through.
"By jingo!" he exclaimed. "What is this I've
found?"
'
Eagerly he made an examination, and when
he discovered that there was an opening there
just about large enough for him to crawl through
he pushed the bar ahead of him and promptly
did so. Then he moved along into a sort of sewer,
as it might be called, and continued for ten or
fifteen feet, when the welcome sight of faint
streaks of moonlight came to his eyes.
Elated at having been so successful but nearly
tired out from his struggle in climbing upward,
the boy wriggled along through the small place
and came to a mass of hanging vines. He did
not stop then, but pushed his way outside, gripping the bar tightly, and found himself standing
at the side of a bank among a mass of bushes.
The fresh air blew upon him, but instead of
causing him to feel relief a sort of dizzy feeling
came over him. Slowly he settled down upon the
ground, and then stretching out at full length,
dropped off into a sort of sleep.
How long he slept he did not know, but the
unmistakable sounds of low voices came to his
ears, and he slowly lifted his head and listened.
In less than a minute he was quite himself
again, the same old Young Wild West who was
ever ready to fight. He listened to the voices,
and the next minute he gave a violent start, for
he recognized them as belonging to his partners.
"Hello, boys!" he called out softly.
There was a commotion in the bushes close to
him, and the next moment Cheyenne Charlie appeared. He was followed closely by Hop Wah,
and then came Jim and Jackson, the ranchman.
It is not necessary to describe what happened
for the next few minutes. All were overjoyed, of
course. But when Wild explained what had happened to him Charlie and Jim were so incensed
. that they were ready to go and make short work
of the villainous ranchman. But Wild did not
want it that way.
"Boys," he said, shaking his finger at them
warningly, "don't get hasty. We have got things
dead to rights now, and I reckon we had better
wa,it till daylight to settle it up. 1'."ou say that
Harris is asleep in the house, or that he was not
long ago."
"Yes, he was asleep all right until that feller
come an' went in. But most likely he's asleep
ag'in, 'cause he went out an' went over to the
shantly out there," Charlie answered.
"All right: We'll go to that shanty, too. We'll
capture the men there and make them prisoners
until morning. Then we'll get Harris and finif!.h
up the game."
Charlie and Jim each had a brace of revolvers,
so the latter loaned the young deadshot one, and

.
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when he saw Arietta and t:ie cowgirls riding to .
intercept the thief. Mackey saw them, too, and
he turned sharply to the right, a:p.d ran down a
set out .for the bunk-house.
The game of cards had ceased by this time and hill. Wild swung around and got pretty close to
the men had turned in:. Mackey was there, too, the bunch of female riders.
"Good-morning, girls!" he called. "I reckon
and he was in his bunk as well as the rest. Wild
led the way inside and they had .no difficulty in you're just in time to help catch a scoundrel.
surprising and overpowering the villains. Then That box he has under his arm was taken from
they were tied so they could not possibly escape, your father's room."
"Father's money box!" Sally exclaimed. "The
and our friends sat down to await the coming of
daylight. Meanwhile things were very quiet at villain!"
Jackson's ranch.
Then they rode faster than ever, and rapidly
No one had the least idea that the house had closed the gap between them and the fugitive.
been robbed, and they slept on until daylight.
The chief was running for his life, the moneyBut the moment it was daylight Arietta was up box clutched under his arm, when Young Wild
and stirring, and she quickly ascertained that West, followed by Arietta and the cowgirls,
Wild and his partners had not yet returned.
swooped upon him. A quick grab, and the boy
Girls," she said to Anna and Eloise, as she had him by the ·collar. Mackey knew it was all
hurriedly made ready to leave the house, "I am up with him, and he promptly dropped to the
_
going to look for them."
ground and went rolling down the hill, at the
There was no need of Ann.a and Eloise advis- same -time calling out for them not to shoot him.
ing her not to do so. But before Arietta could But the cowgirls were very bitter against him,
leave the house she was joined by the cowgirls, and when they had surrounded him they disand they insisted upon accompanying her.
mounted and leaped toward him, holding their
They all went out to the corral and soon got revolvers pointed at him. Wild dismounted, and
their horses, and when they were saddled they with the money-box under his arm, stepped into
mounted and rode out upon the cattle range. They the circle that had been formed. Then bowing
got out upon the range and could see the cattle in a mocking way to the villain, he said:
scattered about, but there was not a sign of those
"Well, I rec).mn you didn't get away with it,
they were in search of, nor could the four cowboys Mackey. I'd like to know how you escaped from ,
be seen. Into the gully they went, and then Sal- the bunk-house."
ly discovered the tracks of the horses as they led
"Mercy, Young Wild West!" gasped the villain,
to the path or trail that went toward the ranch holding up both hands imploringly.
that was owned by Joe Harris.
"Tell me how you got away from the bunk"They must have gone this way, Arietta," she house."
,said to tbe young deadshot's sweetheart. "Shall
"My wrists is putty big, · an' I slipped my
we go on?"
bonds. But I didn't untie any of the rest of the
"Of course we will. They should have turned men. I sneaked out without your pards seein'
up long before this. I fear that something had me."
happened," Arietta answered.
"Well, I'll have to accept that as the truth.
Over the trail the young deadshot's sweetheart
They rode on until Now then, you will just walk back there. Get up
rode with the five cowgirls.
:finally they came in sight of the Harris ranch, now, or I'll shoot you full of holes."
The villain sprang to his feet in haste. But
and just as they did so they saw a man leap
from a window and start to run almost dir~tly already Charlie and Jim were upon the scene.
toward them. It was Mackey, and the moment They had l~ft Jackson .to guard the prisoners in
the bunk-house, and he could be seen standing
she saw him Maggie Jackson exclaimed:
"There comes the roper. What has he got un- at the door watching them.
"What's the matter, Wild?" Charlie asked, exder his arm?"
"It's a box!" Sally exclaimed. "He seems to be citedly.
"Didn't you see that one of the prisoners got
running for his life, too. I'll wager that he has
£tolen something from the house and is running away?" the boy answered, coolly.
"Why, no. We heard yellin' out here, an' then
away with it."
The words had scarcely left her lips when the out we come an' was jest in time to see this
(:latter of hoofs sounded, and then they turned sneakin' coyote go tumblin' down the hill."
"It's all right, Charlie. He made his escape
their eyes and saw Young Wild West riding
from the bunk-house and managed to get into the
~swiftly after the fleeing villain.
The fact was that Wild and his partners had adobe house and get hold of the money he stole
just finished making a raid upon the house. They from Jackson's last/ night. If he had not conhad easily captured Joe Harris, and had succeed- fessed to what he had done I wouldn't have known
ed in tying him securely, when Mackey, who had what the box contained. But it's all right now.
succeeded in making his escape in some way from We've got him, and Joe Harris is tied so he can't
the bunk-house, sneaked in and got possession of get loose. Just take charge of this fellow, and
then bring the whole bunch of them out and
the money box that belonged to Jackson.
Probably the villain figured that he would need make them get on their horses. We are going
the money, and he took the risk of trying to get it to take them over to Jackson's with us, and then
before fleeing from that part of the country. But we'll send· some one to the settlement for the
)le hardly got out of the house with the box be- sheriff and some of his men."
Of course the young deadshot had questioned
fore Wild saw him, and then with remarkable
quickness he ran outside, and mounting Spitfire, . the cowboys after their capture in the bunk- .
,tarted in pursuit. What was the boy's surprise house, and had learned through a confession of
then after he had stepped about a minute or two

to get his blood in proper circulation; he promptly
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one of them ~at they had been operating· asrust1ers and domg other sorts of thieving in that ·
part of the country. But none of them had inci-uninated their boss, and Mackey had refused
to say anything one way or the other. But it
was out now. While Wild and Charlie went to
the house with Arietta and the cowgirls, Mackey
made a full confession to Jim and the ranchman.
· Ten minutes later the prisoners were all tied
~·to the backs of their bronchos, and then Jim and
Jackson escorted them to the house.
Wild had pushed aside the bed and lifted th.e
trap-door disclosing the well he had been thrown
into the night be!or e. Arietta and the cowgirls
were amazed when they looked down into the
black depths, while Charlie was angry enough to
shoot the villainous ranchman and throw him in.
"We'll leave this house just as it is in charge
of the Mexican woman," the young deadshot said,
after they had talked it over a while. "Th.e
sheriff can come over and take charge of it. I ·
don't care what he does with it, but I- do hope
that he'll fill that well so there will be no possible
chance of any one ever falling into it or being
thrown there by murderous villains. I found a
way to get out, and I am thankful for it."
Then he took Harris by the arm and led him
oµtside, . The villain was quite calm, and with
• flashing eyes he looked around and declared that .
he was innocent of any wrong-doing. But Mackey
was right there now, and he promptly accused
h~m of being the ringleader of the gang of
thieves. This was too much for Harris, and he
ti'embled visibly.
"You're turning against me, eh?" he cried,
bristling up and trying to put on a bold front
again.
"Yes, an' we oughter. You're the cause of it
all. Look at the trouble you have got us in!"
Mackey cried.
"Come on," Wild called out, &.h arply. "Let the
procession start. We are going to get over to
Jackson's now and take care of the four men
there. No doubt we will find them at the bunkhouse, for they surely are not aware of. what
has happened."
The ride back to Jackson's ranch was duly
made, and when they rode up to the bunk-house
Ull hands, save the prisoners, dismounted.
Wild led the way inside and found the four
cowboys sound asleep. But they were not lying
in their bunks, and he was somewhat surprised
at this until Hop came in and showed him how he
had placed pans of water in each one. It was
evident that only two of the men had suffered
from the practical joke, as indications showed.
But that was enough, and the Chinaman was satisfied.
. ~he four men were quickly ma de prisoners, and
1t 1s not necessary to dwell any further upon this
part of it.
Young Wild West and the friends remained at
the ranch long enough for the sheriff and his
men · to come over and take charge of the pris7--oners, and then they were ready to proceed in
search of further adventures.
Later they learned that Joe Harris had committed suicide in jail, and that the rest of the
gang had been sent up for long terms.
"It's all right, anyhow, Et," the young deadshot said to his sweetheart, after hearing this
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report.. "I ruled the ranch, all right, and you
certainly had a lively time with. the cowgirls."
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
WEST'S STRAIGHT SHOT; or, CORNERED
IN A CHASM."
A STRENGTH TEST
Perhaps there is some one of your friends who
is vain of his bodily strength and is given to
boasting of it. Should this be the case, you can
make _his strength look far inferi9r to yours by
two simple stunts. Challenge him to pull your
h!inds apart with a steady pull-no jerking or
twi~ting allowed. Then place your hands fiat
agam~t your chest,. palms inward and finger tips
touchmg. By takmg hold of your wrists and
pulling your friend will find it quite impossible to
get them apart. A girl can defy a husky man
to perform this feat.
After having _demonstrated his. weakness, prove
your own superior strength. Let the strong man
place his fists in front of his chest, his left on
top of his right, and hold that position with all
his might. Then with your two fore fingers strike
his wri~ts-your right finger upward against his
11:ft wn~t and. your left downward against his
right wnst-w1th a sharp, firm blow. To his astonishment the blow of your two fingers will
knock his hands apart, no matter how hard he
tries to keep them together. Apparently your
fingers are stronger than his hands.
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Makes a Good Present
$.s1 ,"W,~;~·tl'Jlouse Dress (34-38) $1.10, now
L ndi_es' Silk R a you (34 -48) $4.25, now $2.30

ve r y l11n1tP'1 .
•
Lndies' Sn1 tff n Dress (34-36) $2 !'i0 now
$1.2/\, very limited.
· '
,La iti es' E~gl~sb Broadc loth (38) , $6.00, now
$3.00. vPry hm,tt•<l .
50c lnti-o<luctory (lift Free with each ot!ler.
Se nt hy l' . P., C. 0 . D.
.
KING' S, 609 One ida St., Syra cu se. N . Y .
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Make Secret Investigations
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nity. Experience unnecessary. Part1c•
ulars free. Write:
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Fq_rmer Government Detective
1968 Broadway, New Yuri.
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Fred and the Fire Chief
--or--

The Case of the Boss of Boston

By DICK ELLISON
(A Serial Story)
CHAPTER III.
A Strange Visitor on a Stormy Night.
Five minutes fater Fred Fowler found himself
In the hands of the police, with a big ctowd staring at him while his captors explained how they
had seen him crawling out through the window
of the burning building.
The theatre was now all in flames, and by the
time the engines arrived the fire had made such
headway that the situation was quite hopeless.
Scared and dazed, Fred remained in the grasp
of a policeman without uttering a word.
Again and again he tried to question him,
but he would not answer.
Fred had learned this much wisdom by sad
experiences.
He knew that it was only a question of a few
moments before he would be called upon to face
the man who had wrecked his life, and whose
power in Boston at that time was su'ch that few
men would have dared to openly oppose him.
What _good could talk accomplish .under such
j)ircumstances?
Surely none.
. The situation was most despairing, and yet at
that dreaded moment Fr,e d began to hope.
Why?
It will be hardly believed if we tell it.
As Fred stood there trembling, not only did
all fear seem to leave him, but all consciousness
of his surroundings as well.
·
It seemed to him that he was back on the old
farm at Derby, New Hampshire; as if he was
coming up the lane toward the house in which
he was born, so well remembe1·ed now.
A gray-haired woman stood in the door wayhis mother.
She waved her hand at him and called:
"Hope, Freddy! Hope! · It was necessary that
you should be brought into this in order that
your revenge may be accomplished. It will all
come right in the end."
And then the vision, if such it can be t ermed,
vanished as suddenly as it came, and Fred looked
up to see Fire Chief Bradley come dashing up
in his buggr.
"Here's the Boss at last!" exclaimed the policeman who clutched Fred's arm. "Perhaps he
will be able to get something out of the boy."
Boss Bradley spra,ng from the buggy and
pushed his wa y thr ough the fire lines.
"This is a had job for me, boys !" he exclaimed,
p1.opping his forehead. "No show to save the
theatre, I guess. Btit who have we here?"
"It's a boy who was caught crawling out of
the window of th~ doorkeeper's office, Mr. Bradley," said the policeman. "They say he's the firebug. It Wl3.8 just after the fire broke out."

"What's your name?" demanded the chief
fiercely. "What have you been doing about here?"
Fred drew himself up to his full height.
A strange calmness seemed to have come over
him.
All fear had vanished.
He could have faced the President of the
United States now.
"You know my name, Aleck Bradley," he replied. "You ought to if you don't."
"Why, good heavens, it's that Fowler boy!"
cried the fire chief, and his pale face grew paler.
Clearly he now recognized Fred for the first
time.
"Yes, I am Fred Fowler. What about it?"
our hero replied.
To accuse the Boss of Boston of firing his own
theatre would have been ridiculous, he thought.
Once before he had made that break, and most
bitterly had he suffered for it.
Fred had no intention of making the same
blunder again.
"Did you set that fire?" demanded the chief.
'I did not."
"You were in the theatre when it broke out?"
"I was."
"Where were you?"
"In your office back of the stage."
"What brought you there at this hour of the
night?"
"I _wo:rk in the editorial office of the Register.
I dehvered a letter to you tonight. You told me
to wait, and I waited. I fell asleep in the office, and when I woke up the place was on fire.
I came out through the window-that's all."
The face of the Boss of Boston was a study as
Fred ~ade this ;explanation. He was evidently
expectmg somethmg else, and that something did
not come.
. "I remember you delivering the letter," he said
slowly. "So far what you say is true."
"He looks like a respectable lad," said the
policeman. "Perhaps he is telling the truth, after
all."
"The only trouble about that is he happens
to be an ex-convict," replied the fire chief, sneeringly. "Not only that, but I was the means of
sending him to the r eformatory. '.C'he boy bears
an old grudge against me. Take him to the sta- 1_;.tion, officer. I've got work to do here. I'll attend
to his case later on."
"That settles it," thought Fred. "There is no
h,ope. He means to do his worst."
But he said nothing aloud.
When another might have broken out with the
truth and accused the fire chief, Fred held his
tongue.
And the wisdom of this course will be made
pla in as our story prog r esses.
It seemed as if Fred just could not speak out
that night.
Had he done so it is doubtful if this story would
ever have been told.
The events which immediately follow this most
eventful night in Fred Fowler's career we propose to pass over with just brief mention, as we are ~.anxious to get down to our story, which really
concerns the outgrowth of this affair.
Fred was not mistaken in the intention of the
fire chief.
The boy was promptly charged with having
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fired the Tower Square Theater out of revenge.
Mlll:mined before a magistrate, Fred told the
same story he had told to the chief himself, and
to this he resolved to adhere.
It seemed to him that it would be simply useless to tell what he had witnessed in the theater.
Whether he was wise or not in this we do not
pretend to state.
"If I kee_p dark he may let up on me," Fred
xeasoned, "but if I speak out and tell the truth
no one will believe me, and I shall only fare the
worse for it."
He could not have fared much worse than he
did, for with his record against him, and not one
friend to raise a hand in his favor-even the
proprietor of the Register deserted him-Fred
was tried, convicted and sentenced to ten years
in Concord State's prison.
And this was the time Fred thought he had
reason to regret the remarkable decision he had
taken to conceal the truth.
But it was too late to speak out now.
It had been clearly shown at the trial that
Fred had every reason to hate the fire chief.
Indeed, the prosecution made the boy out altogether a desperate character.
The only wonder in the minds of the public
was that he did not get twenty years instead of
ten.
The trial ended on a Thursday, and that night
Fred found himself in the Charles street jail,
where he had been ever since his arrest.
It was a night to be remembered, for of all the
terrible rain storms which Fred had ever witnessed, the worst swept. over the city of Boston
that Thursday night.
Fred's cell was on the ground floor of the an·c ient jail, not far from the inner gr11ted door.
At seven o'clock his supper was served to him.
Deep in his despair, the boy could scarcely
bring himself to taste it, and a little later he
threw himself upon his cot without undressing,
and burying his face in the pillow, lay there a
long time neither a sleep nor awake, but indulging in those queer fancies which were part of his
nature.
Fred was a sen sitive boy, of cour se.
Any strong-minded person could have hypnotized him, and yet the boy sca rcely knew the
~~ning of the word.
During this time Fred again fanci ed that his
dead mother was with him. So st range wer e these
fancies that we shall not dwell upon tbem, but instead we pass on to wha t occurr,ed at about eleven
o'clock.
All lights, save one at the end of the long cor ridor, had been extinguished now, and the old
Charles street j ail was setting down f or the night,
when the grat ed door wa;s opened -and a man
drssed in the garb of a priest , and wearing over
his clothes an old-fashioned black cloak, was admitted to the. corridor .
"This way, father," Fred heard t he turnkey
saying.
A moment later his own name was pronounced,
and he sprang off the cot to find the priest just
- ·ng admitted to his cell.
"Leave us, my son," said the priest; "such are
the orders, you know. , I would conv,e rse with this
'llnfortunate boy alone."
The turnkey retired, locking the door behind
•im.
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Fred stood staring at the priest, and the latter,
from under the broad brim of his hat, stared
back at the boy.
"Who are you? What do you want with me?"
demanded Fred.
Strange feelings were creeping over him.
Try as he would, he could not get away from
the glance of those keen, piercing ·eyes.
"Fred Fowler, don't you know me?" whispered
the priest.
"I don't know you-I never saw you before."
"Look again!"
The priest removed his hat and with it a brown
wig which left short-cropped black hair beneath.
Then Fred knew him, and yet the man's face
had been somewhat changed.
"You I" he gasped.
"Well! And who am I?"
"You are Alex Bradley-you are the fire chief!"

CHAPTER IV.
Fred Freed by the Fire Chief.
Fred Fowler scarcely believed it when he said
.
He could not believe. that the Boss of Boston
would condescend to thus visit him in his cell.
But the man's reply put him right.
"I am Bradley," he said, in a low whisper. "I
am your bitter enemy, and yet I am here to set
you free. What do you think of my disguise?"
"Wha-what- do you want with me?" was all
Fred could gasp out.
"What do you suppose I want with you?" replied Boss Bradley, familiarly. "I'm not such a
bad fellow as you may think. I know you have
a just kick coming against me."
"Kick coming! Well, I should say!" gasped
Fred, swept off his f eet by the audacity of the
man.
"That's what I'm saying," continued the fire
chief. "You caught me 'foul' twice, Fred F 'o wler
-ha! ha! and that's not intended for any play
on your name, either- I a dmit that now that we
are here alone together where there is no chance
of our being over hear d. That is fate ! You are
not my ma£:cot; you a re my Nemesis : it i s through
you that I am to be pulled down out of my high
place if I don't take care."
There was no bitterness in Boss Bradley's mann er of speaking.
On the contrary, one would have supposed that
he regarded it a s rat her a humorou s matter.
H e smiled all over his face, a s the saying is,
h is gold-filled t eeth glittering like sove1<eigns in a
money-changer·' s window.
Fred was at a loss to understand the man.
Had he been drinking there should have been
some odor of whisky about him and Fred could
n ot det ect any.
H e did not know what to make of the man.
"And so," continued Boss Bradley, when the
boy did not answer, "I am here to set you free,
but I do it on one condition only. It is for you
to accept that condition or reject it. If you accept you will see the world and have a rattling
good time; if you repect it I depart instantly and
leave you to your fate."
"I would like to know what the condition is,"
it.
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said Fred, backing away from this smiling man,
"You mean to the Concord State's prison. That
whose smile just then seemed more fearful than won't help me. I am satisfied
that it ffii't,
his frown.
though I shan't tell you why. Come,
time
"It is soon told," replied Bradley. "I am part is passing. You have only to say the Fred,
word, and
owner in the four-masted schooner Five Brothers out of this jail you walk without any
which sails for Durban, South Africa, to-night . I hinder you. I will put you aboard theone to
Five
have arranged for you to go out in her as a pas- Brothers and give you a thousand
dollars in cash.
senger if you wish. Captain Snell is not .only a Come, boy, it's the chance of a lifetime,
and I
friend of mine, but owes his position to me. He shan't make the offer again. You must decide
will treat you with every consideration ; more than now. Is it yes or no?"
that, I will engag,e to supply you with a sum of
"You are not fooling me, Mr. Bradley? You
money for incidental expenses and to cover the are not leading me into any trap?"
cost of your getting to Johannesburg and the gold
"I swear I'm not. I mean exactly
I say,"
fields of the Rand, as they call it out there. If you replied the fire chief, "and to prove itwhat
look here."
don't make your fortune it will be your own fault
Boss Bradley then produced a fat roll and skinand not mine. In short, Fred Fowler, I om af- ned off a number of bills.
fering you the chance of a lifetime. Now what
They were hundreds, fifties and twenties; it
do you say?"
was a thousand dollars all told.
What could Fred say.
This he extended to Fred.
Was this strange man a mind-reader?
And what boy, under the circumstance
_ Could it be possible that he knew that to go out have r,e sisted the temptation of standings,inwould
to South Africa had been the dream of Fred this man, admitted thief and firebug thoughwith
he
Fowler's life?
was?
"Mr. Bradley, you take me all by surprise," he
Fred Fowler was not the one, at all events, and
stammered. "I don't know that I want to---" yet he hated himself for yielding.
"I understand," broke in the fire chief. "You
It would have pleased him better
come out
don't know that you care to accept favors at my boldly and to have told Boss Bradleyto just
what
hand. Very good. I don't blame you a bit. You he thought of him.
know me as nobody else in this world knows me,
But there was the money!
and I don't intend that any one shall know me
There was the prospect of an ocean voyage tc> '\""
as you know me. Before I would let that happen new and strange lands.
-'\
I would kill you, Fred Fowler. Now do you
More than all, there was the prospect of freeknow why I do this?"
dom.
"I can't imagine why," said Fred, staring at
And the other side of the picture?
the smiling face with a strange sort of fascinaWell, State's prison i s not a pleasant thing to
tion, for which he was at a loss to account.
contemf.late.
"I will explain," replied the chief. "I do this
·Fred s hands closed on the money, and as it
for two reasons. In the first place you might did so he felt like a thief himself.
have exposed me, but you didn't. Why you didn't
"Then you consent?" a sked the fire chief.
I can't imagine, but you kept your mouth shut and
"Yes, I consent, but if you are. pla ying foul,
did not tell what you say that night in the Tower Mr. Bradley, look out. I'll square accounts with
Square Theater."
you some day, if I die for it!"
"I didn't do it through any love of you, I tell
"No need of threats, Fred. You will find that
you that straight," said Fred, looking the chief I am playing fair. Are you ready to go now?"
full in the eye. "It would have been of no u se
"I am ready."
to tell. I tried that once, and you know what
Boss Bradley took a small ivory whistle from
happened to me."
his pocket and blew it twice, but not loudly; on
"And is not the same thing about to happen the contrary, the sound was as low a s he could
again in spite of your silence?"
make it.
"It looks so."
Fred expected to see the turnkey come, but it::11. •
"It looked so before I came here, you mean. It all went differently from that.
will be so after I go away if you don't consent
Boss Bradley now produced a key and, thusting
to my plan. But you are smarter than you _think his arm between the bars of the grated door,
tor, Fred. Where another would have blurted out which were unusually wide set, he opened it
the whole story of my oil-can you kept your mouth without the least difficulty.
shut, even when they put you on the witness
"Come, Fred," he whispered. "This is your
stand at ymn- trial. For that consideration I time."
am prepared to reward you, boy."
It was a case of bribed officials, of course.
"That's one reason; you said you had another."
At the heels of the fire chief Fred Fowler
"I have. That you may not understand quite walked directly out of the jail, and not a soul
so easily. I am a theosophist. I have means of did they meet on the way.
r,e ading the future, of which you know nothing."
The door at the end of the corridor stood open.
"You mean that you believe in spirits, mediums
The front door of the jail was bolted and barand all that sort of thing?"
red, but the key was in the lock and the guard
"Put .it that way if you want to. In that way, was missing.
I am told that your continued presence in Boston
Boss Bradley attended to the bolts and bars,
is a menace to me; that if you remain in this and in a minute they were in the street.
""'°•.
city you will ultimately down me. Naturally I
"You see how I do things," said Bradley, then.
want to see you go elsewhere, and I am prepared "Now follow me."
to foot the bill."
He led the way a round the corner, where a
"I stand a very fair chance of going elsewhere hack stood waiting.
whether you help me or not, Mr. Bradley.''
(To be continued)

WILD WEST WEEKLY

WILD WEST WEEKLY
NEW

YORK,

JANUARY

7,

1927

TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS
·single Coples .............••••.. Postage Free
8 cent,
Pne Copy Three Months.......
"
"
$1.00
" One Copy l:lix Montha. . ........
"
"
2.00
·
One Copy One Year............ . "
"
*-00
Canada, $4.50; Foreign, $5.00.
HOW TO SEND MONEY-At our risk send P. O.
Money Order, Check or Registered Letter; remlttancea
iln any other way are at your risk. We j.Ccept Postage
Stamps the same as .cash. When sending silver wrap
the Coin in a separate piece of paper to avoid cuttlua
the envelope. Write your name and address plainly.
Address letters to

WESTBURY PUBLISHING CO., Inc.
168 W. 23rd St., N. Y. C,
J!'BED KNIOBT. Pree. and Tr ... ,
a. w. llLt.BB, Ylce-PrH, aacl lee.

27

"BATHERS' EAR" .
Diving does not affect the ears, a recent inves•
tigation among swimmers revealed, according to
an article in the Medical Journal and Record•
.Protectjve appliances are not ordinarily necessary,
says this report, but there are certain precautions
to be observed to escape "bathers' ear." These
are:
1: Do not swallow water while swimming-. Swallowing opens the Eustachian tubes which lead to
the ear! and water i:nay thus get in the inner era,
where 1t can cause inflammation.
2. When coming out of the water let the water
drain from the nose. A void blowing the nose.
3. Rubber plugs or wool are the best ear protectors, but they do not need to be used except
where there ~s an open perforation in the ear, or
when the skm of the ear canal is irritated by:
~~

.. .. ..

'

••

LAUGHS
INTERESTING ARTICLES
SOUTH SEAS DRINK
Intoxication without alcohol is possible through
the use of a South Seas plant known to the botan, st as "Piper Mysticism,': a shrubby spe~ies of
pepper, which the Polynesians use by crushmg the
root.
EARLY MEMORIES
With plenty of patience, paper and a pencil,
it is possible for you to remember what happened when you were six mo~th old, declar_es D_r.
E. Pickworth Farrow, English psychologist, m
Poupular Science Monthly.
.
For periods of one or two hours at a time, _he
says, write down any and every thought ~h1ch
occurs to you. Repeat the process several times,
Then as memories of recent happenings gradually ar~ "worked off" on paper, you will go back to
recollections of your early life.
MILLION YEARS OLD
Half a dozen pieces. of _poli~hed bones which
Jived in the jaws of a prehiston c bear more than
a million years ago were s~own to members of
the National Academy of Sciences, Pa., rece!l~ly.
Over them hovered an eager, often_ sl!lilmg
plump man, asserting these aged teeth . indicated
that in the illimitable .P!'-st the Americans. an_d
Asian continents were Jomed. Then, he said, it
was possible, over a period of perhaps a thousand
years, for animal native to ~he southern slo_pes of
the Indian Himalayas to migrate t o what is now
Oregon in the United States.

Tommy's Sister-Tommy, what is a synonym?
Tommy-A synonym is a word you use when you
can't spell the other one.
Mothe!-Why do you eat those ginger cookies
so greedil~? You ,have plenty of them. Tommy
--:I know 1t. Thats why I'm afraid my appetite
will be gone before the cookies are.
"Just see ~ow those birds carry on," said Turner to W alhs, as thlly watched the antics of a
number _of crows. "Yes," replied Wallis, "they
are carrion crows."
Flora: "I am never going to speak to that
awful Doctor Tinker again!" Dora: "Whassa
ma~ter, honey, did he insult you?" Flora: "Did
he msult me I . Well, after he had been courting
me for about a year he proposed and I naturally
turned him down. And then what did he do but
send me a bill for sixty visits !"
They had been having a little quarrel and she
turned to him with the tears in her eyes. "Well,
John, even though I have been extravagant, I got
a bargail!- today." "Got a bargain, indeed! You
have no idea of the value of money. I suppose
you got something for nothing." "That's just
what I did get. I got a birthday present for you."
A cle1·gyman catechizing a Sunday School,
when comparing himself-the pastor of the
church-to a shepherd and his congregation to
the sheep, put the following question to the children: "What does a shepherd do for the sheep?"
A small boy in the front row piped out: "Shears
them! "

ROTOR, KITES
The lifting ability of kites used for meteornlogical purpose has been improved by the addition of
An absent-minded man who found eal'ly rising
the Flettner-rotor-apparatus which h ad pr evious- difficult bought an alarm clock. At 6 the next
lY been applied with success to increase the speed morning- he was roused by a terrific knocking at
;1-ef ships at sea, and which had even di splaced sails · his front door. When he opened it he was conon an experiment ship. At the t wenty-fifth a nni- fron_ted by a policeman who exclaimed sternly:
Yersary of the founding of the Aeronautical Ob- "This won't do; you must not annoy the neighservatory at Lindenberg, Germany, Dr. Hugo borhood. Take it inside." And he handed the
Hergesell, its di stinguished director, gave a public new alarm clock to its owner. "Ah!" said the
demonstration of the successful application of this ·crestfallen householder. "I wondered how the
new principle to kite-flying.
milk can came to be at my bedside!"
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THE SEALED DOOR
Harry Maynard, Bohemian and wealthy, ·stood

fn the door of the Brunswick Hotel, New York

City, one day, idly watching passersby.
l<'or some days past he had be!!n afflicted with
.a spirit of ennui, the inevitable result of an idle
life. And such a life was Maynard's, for business he had none.
As far as he knew, Maynard had not a relative in the world.
An orphan at the age of ten, he had been
.taken in charge by a crusty old uncle who had
sent him abroad to school for a number of years
'
-mainly to get rid of a troublesome charge.
But Harry had been recalled by the death of
his uncle, to find himself the sole heir to millions.
For a time he passed current in all·the fashionable clubs, and figured somewhat in the class of
society to which his wealth gave him easy admittance. But of this he was tired and longed
for a change-for something he knew not what.
. In this state of mind we find him at the openmg of our story. How he found a cure for his
malady we will ·now proceed to relate.
Sudden~y Harry heard a scraping in his rear,
and a voice : •
"If you please, sir!"
Turning, he . saw one of the hotel servants with
a salver, upon which was a white envelope. The
-superscription was his own and the chirography
familiar. The postmark upon the envelope was
Mount Vernon.
Mechanically he took the letter and left a silver piece on the salver.
"This just came, did it, James?"
"Yes, sir."
"That will do."
The servant departed. Then Maynard broke
the seal.
"A letter from Tom Clark," he muttered. He
has just bought a fine old mansion in Mount
Vernon, and intends to move his family there
next month. Probably an invitation to go out
and help him keep bachelor hall a while. Let
us see."
"Dear Harry," the letter read, "I want you
immediately to come out ·to Mount Vernon upon
receipt of this. My country house is perfect in
every respect but one, and you will be surprised
when I tell you that I have been tricked, and
liave actually had a haunted house palmed off
upon me."
Maynard nearly dropped his eyeglasses, so
shocked was he.
"What does this mean? Tom must be going
daft. Ghosts! Humph! I never thought he was
superstitious."
Then he went on to read:
"You may, perhaps, be inclined to view this
assertion skeptically, but if you will only come
out to Mount Vernon, I think I can prove to you
that what I write is true. I would like yom· as.sistance in unraveling the mystery, and hope you
·Will grant it."
· Harry Maynard folded the letter and placed it
in his pocket.
At train time he was at the Grand Central
.Wion and boarded the Mount Vernon train.

When he alighted at the little station he found
there a carriage ready to take him out to his
·
·
fi;iend's house.
Clark met him at the door warmly.
"You don't know how glad I am that you have
come, Harry!" cried Clark. "I felt sure that
you would."
"Your wife is not here?" asked Maynard, cas·
ually.
"No; I hope to bring my family up later, that
is, if--"
~he two men looked at each other. Harry
smiled and Clark shrugged his shoulders.
"I see that you are incredulous!" he said "But
you shall see later."
f;fter_ the dinne!· hour Clark told the story.
I paid a top pnce for this place," he said, "because Nature did so much for it, and it is so beautifully situated. I think we could all be happy
here but for~"
"The ghosts?"
"Well, no, I don't believe ·in ghosts. I am not
superstitious. But there certainly is a great
mystery about this house."
"Have you seen a spectre?"
"No."
"What gives you the impression that the place
is haunted, then?" asked Maynard.
"! ~ave heard something indescribable. Wheth- ,
er 1t 1s supernatural or not, I cannot say. But
no..arnount of search or reasoning will explain it."
Oh, you have only heard the ghosts?"
·
"That's all."
"Pshaw! It is probably a rat or some vermin
racing among the rafters."
"No," replied Clark, positively. "It is a human groan of the most sepulchral sort. Where
it comes from or what causes it is the whole mystery."
"If it is no worse than that, why heed it at
·all?" said Harry. "It cannot harm you."
· "No, but one does not feel pleasant to be confronted with that awful groan wherever he goes
about this house. But never mind; you shall hear
it."
"When does th_e groan become audible?" asked
Harry, with a skeptical smile. "About midnight
'
I suppose."
"No," replied Clark. "At any time it is ap~
to be heard. It sounds in the air beside you.
Once heard it is never to be forgotten."
And Clark shivered.
"Curious!" exclaimed Harry Maynard, in wonderment. "I am anxious to hear it."
"You shall, perhaps, before morning."
"In what part of the house is it most audible?"
"The upper hall."
"We will investigate tonight."
After supper Clark led the way into the hall.
" "We will sit here upon the stairs," he said.
I do not fancy that we will have long to wait."
He was right. Ten minµtes had not elapsed
when with horrible, ear-splitting cadence the
groan was heard. It quivered and quivered upon
the night air with a monotune which was indescribable.
The ·vibrations were so keen and apparently
·
so nea1· at hand, that Harry Maynard's hair literally began to rise .
"Whew!" he ejaculated. "I never heard th•
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like of that before." But p1·esently he recovered
himself. "Let us investigate."
Clark was deathly pale. However, he handed
the candle which he carried over to the more
nervy Maynard.
"Lead the way!" he declared. "I will follow."
MaYJ\ard went slowly down the staircase and
Clark followed. They reached the floor below
and both paused.
•
Again came the feai-ful groan which seemed
more like the wail of a lost spirit than aught
else.
Maynard was listening with all his ears.
"I have located it!" he declared, resolutely.
"It is there."
He pointed to the wainscotting. Approaching it
boldly, he allowed the rays of the candle to flash
upon its surface. Then he gave a sharp cry.
His keen gaze detected what had escaped the
eyes of many for years. This was a long, pencillike line in the wainscotting. Taking the point
of his penknife Maynard followed this indistinct
line, jabbing putty from the crevice. •
Clark gave a stifled cry.
"A sealed door!"
"Just that and nothing inore!" cried Maynard,
excitedly. "Now we'll find out the meaning of
the ghost mystery--"
But both involuntarily recoiled. Again came
that awful, sepulchral, dismal groan from behind
the wainscotting. It seemed even to make the
panels tremble.
"Great heavens !" exclaimed Clark. "Did you
ever hear anything like that before? I tell you
it is awful. It can arise from no natural cause."
For a moment Maynard felt like agreeing with
his friend. Then his cool sense returned and he
said:
"Pshaw! We are fools ! Let us find out what
it means."
"Lead the way!"
With the candle in his left hand, ·Har ry proceeded to app.roach the sealed door. He was
:within a few feet of it when he heard a sharp
click in his rear.
He instantly turned and threw up his arm,
forcing Clark back. He had a pistol in his right
hand.
, "What would you do?" he exclaimed, angrily.
''Why be foolish?"
. "If there is anything mortal behind that sealed
door, why not call him to terms ?" demanded
Clark, forcibly.
"You might commit murder."
"Would I be responsible?"
"But the_·e is a better way. If it is a hoax
we will learn it quickly enough. If it is the
supernatur al your bullet could do no harm."
The groan had ceased. All was the stillness
of · the tomb.
"'Well," said Clark, finally. '' What shall we
do?"
"I think there is but one thing to do."
"And that--"
_ "Is to open the sealed door."
r
"It shall be done!" said Clark. "I am more
than curious to know what is behind it.
Who
could have devised it and for what purpose?"
· "That we much learn. I have a proposition to
make."
·· "What?"

29

"I will remain on guard if you will go for carpenters and masons. There is woodwork to cut
and there may be brick or stone to penetrate."
Clark instantly acceded to this.
"I will do it!" he dedared.
. So Maynard remained with the candle and
Clark disappeared. It seemed a century that
that he was gone.
A-gain and again the sepulchral groan echoed
through the house. In vain Maynard tried to
ally it with some natural cause.
He was determined to fathom the mystery at
any cost. It seemed as if Clark would never return with his men.
· A carriage had been sent post haste to the
town for them. It was exactly an hour and a
half later that they came.
Work was at once begun. The carpenters got
out their chisels and mallets. Quickly the outlines of the sealed door were followed and then
blows were given.
There was an interval of pounding and hammering. The panels yielded. The sealed door
swung open.
The light was thrown into the small room revealed and all pressed forward. To the chagrin
and surprise of all it was empty.
It was, to all appearances, an old-fashioned
clothes-press. Dust lay deeply upon the floor.
~ few moldering bits of clothing lay about, and
m one corner was a small chest.
Maynard started for this, when suddenly the
sepulchral groan again smote the air. This time
it seemed to be right in their midst. The effect
was thrilling.
The workmen, with yells of terror, fled.
Only Maynard and Clerk had the nerve to remain. When the uncanny sound had died out,
Maynard said:
"What is in that chest?"
. Clar k advanced and attempted to raise the lid.
But he instantly dropped it, as again came that
fearful groan.
"Heavens! The ghost is there!" he gasped.
"Nonsense!" ejaculated Maynard, rigidly.
With which he tore open the lid of the chest.
The sight revealed was one which held the two
men spell-bound.
The chest was filled to the brim with gold and
silver coins. It was a hidden treasure.
Maynard reached forward and took up some
of the money. Nearly all the gold coins were
doubloons with ancient dates.
·
"The hoard of some miser."
"You are right!" cried Clark. "Now I call to
mind a story that the owner of this house a century ago was a miser. Old Peter Black was his
name, and this is the hiding-place of his wealth."
"That explains the sealed door."
"But the groan--"
. Cl~rk pasued. Maynard_ had turned sharply to
the right. There was a slight whistling noise in
the corner of the room.
Then he reached up to the frieze and exactiy
where the ceiling and wall met he put his hand
into a crevice where the plastering and laths
had given way.
In that instant all was explained. The sepulchral groans were not the utterances of a disembodied spirit, but eas:tx ·too>lained by natural
causes.

so
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CURRENT NEWS
ASBEstos SUIT
The latest thing for summer wear is ah allasbestos suit, shown at an English trades exhibition. The suit will probably have but a limited
vogue-it was designed especially for workmen
engaged in smelting.
BELIEVE IT OR NOT-THERE ARE MORE
OF YOU AT 65 THAN IN DAYS OF YORE
People are living longer than they use to live. ·
There are 5,541,000 folks within the United
States who a1-e sixty-five or older.
And the proportion of old people is increasing
rapidly. These facts were brought out by Edmund S. Cogswell, research director of the National Civic Federation, at the annual meeting of
the New York City Visiting Committees of the
State Charities Aid Association, in the home of
Mrs. William D. Morgan, No. 153 East Sixty-first
street.
In 1870, Mr. Cogswell said, 3 per cent of the
population was sikty-five and over; in 1890, 4 per
cent, and at present 4.9 per cent.

down at Christie's in London to Aga Khan for
$24,750.
This price was a big disappointment as the
owner of the diamond, Captain C. R. Lucas, D. S.
0., who had announced that he would give all he received for the gem over $125,000 to Earl Haig's ~
fund for disabled veterans of the Great War.
It is a fact that Captain Lucas had received
higher offers than this sale price.
According to weight the gem ranked fortieth
among the world diamonds. It is a circular brilliant of rich amber color, weighing sixty-one and
a half carats. Lucas found the diamond in 1913
when prospecting in the dry bed of the Vaal
River, Cape Colony.
An expert commenting on the sale said:
'.'C~nside11ing the size, the price was not disappomtmg except to Lucas. The stone had a beautiful color, but it is too big by far."

ART OF HUSHING CRYING BABIES (MAKES
PRINCESS MARY CURIOUS
Crying babies c·a n be hushed almost magically
if one knows the trick, Princess Mary, mother of
two children, has discovered to her great amuseAGE OF INK USED IN ENTRIES COSTS
ment.
·
•
t
TAX PENALTI~S
Professor Murdock Cameron of Glasgow UniExpert testimony as to the age of ink used in ledger entries was accepted by the Board of Tax versity, now in London, was showing a delegation
Appeals recently as evidence of alleged fraud in of women including Princess Mary, how to keep
youngsters quiet, under almost any circumstances.
an income tax case.
The board ruled that James H. Persons, Terre Whenever a baby cried, during the inspection trip
Haute, Ind., coal dealer, must pay tax on all the in a maternity hospital, the professor took up one
$105,000 profit of the Liberty Coal Company in crying baby after another, and within a few
seconds it would cease its crying.
1920, plus a fifty per cent penalty.
The professor merely placed the baby face
Journal entries purporting to show that the profits actually were divided among members of his downward on one of his arms, made ·a few passes
family were claimed to have been made in Jan- with <his hand, and ·patted it gently on the back,
uary, 1921. An expert testified that the wrlting remarking as the crying ceased. "That's how it is
done," much to the amusement of the mothers.
was less than three years old.
"That is quite a good hint," said the Princess,
adding that it might come in useful to many of
BOY 'CRASHED' BOXING SHOW GATE, BUT the mothers present as well as fathers, at night,
if the professor would only let them in on the
REAL CRASH KNOCKED HIM OUT
A loose board above the auditoriul11' of the Grot- secrets of his magic, but he didn't.
to, Ogden avenue and Franklin s.ti:eet, Jersey
City, gave way !ecently _and prec1p1tated John
Hickey, fifteen, mto a rmg forty feet below, RESTAURANT SEATING 9,000 FEATURE AT
EX:POSITION
where a boxing bout was in progress.
The boy, who lives at No. 530 Clinton street,
The largest restaurant in the world, seating
Hoboken, was placed in the Jersey City Hospit~l 9,000 persons in comfort at one time, was situated
in a serious condition, two ribs broken and his at the Sesqui-Centennial International Exposiskull possibly fractured.
tion that was held in Philadelphia. The resHickey and three other you ths had entered the taurant, known as the "Alpine. Haus," had the
attic by a ladder to view the fights staged by the setting of a large dining-out place in the Alps
Jersey City Sporting Club. The smoke and fumes mountains, surrounded by balconies containing
from the auditorium proved t6o strong. The lads private dining-rooms. The place was under the
were about to leave when Hickey fell.
management of A. Janssen, Jr., of New York,
Billie Reynolds, of Jersey City, and Bennie Pell, one of the managers of the Hofbrau Haus, in
of Brooklyn, were- mixing it when the lad struck New York.
the shade of the light above them and fell on
The building which housed the restaurant was
his head and shoulders. Spectators, believing the erected at a cost of $250,000. The ·concession was
roof had collapsed, started in panic for the exits. first held by a Bavarian company from Munich
and Nuremburg, whose ideas failed to measure
'GOLDEN DAWN' DIAMOND .SELLS FOR BUT up to the latest methods developed in this country for dinner patrons. American, French and
$24,750
The "Golden Dawri" gem, known as an un- German cuisine was provided in addition to
1
known quantity" among diamonds, was knocked buffet luncheons and delicatessen.
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N-EWS FROM EVERYWHER E
WINS IN BATTLE WITH OCTOPUS
The grappling tentacles of an octopus have no
terrors for James Madden, of Los Angeles. Mad~
den recently caught an octopus alive in the ocean
near Venice. To test his strength he hired a
diving suit, rented a pool and staged a wrestling
match with the sea ·monster. Madaen was draw'n
beneath the water a number of times and survived only because of the diving apparatus. The
octopus yielded after a fierce battle. ·

NEARS PERFECTION IN MEASURING LIGHT

While there was great interest at the Autumn
meeting of the National Academy of Sciences in
Professor Albert A. Michelson's new figures on
the velocity of light, Dr. Michelson himself does
not anticipate that any revolutionary result in
astronomical measurements or theories will flow
.
from his discovery.
As announced in advance Dr. Michelson, physicist of the University of Chicago, presented to the
SENDS $1,000 IN REMORSE FOR HAVING scientific gathering figures to show that light
CHEATED CUSTOMS
travels at the rate of 299,796 kilometers or apThe conscience fund coffers at the United proxima~ly 186,173 miles, per seconl This
States Custom House were further enriched re- figure, said to be the most accurate estimate of
cently with a $1,000 bill, enclosed in an envelope the velocity of light ever made, crowned a labor
postmarked New York, and addressed to the Col- that began more than fifty-three years ago when
lector of Customs.
the scientist was a student in the Naval Ac~demy
A letter sent with the bill read:
'
from which he was graduated in 1873.
"Dear sir: Some time ago I was the cause of
will
which
figures,
latest
his
l!-nnouncing
In
certain merchandise being brought into this coun- make 1t necessary to revise all previous estimates
try at a .valuation that was not correct. Of
speed of light, Dr. Michelson said the
course, there were extenuating circumstances too of thereason"
fo~ his interest in. deterinining the
lengthy to go into at this time. The difference of "real
exact speed of hght was that "1t was just good
duty not properly declared was a little less than fun."
$775
Although he estimated that his computatiosn
"Not knowing the seriousness of this at the
time and having same on my conscience, I am w~re correct to within two parts in a million, Dr.
herewith enclosing $1,000 in currency, penalizing l'.!1chelson announced his intention of continuing
his study of the velocity of light during the
myself for this act.
"I hope you will take this in the spirit that it Christmas holidays. He was 74 on Dec. 19. His
present conclusions were drawn from observais meant."
tions ~ad~ over the most accurately measured
There was no signature.
base lme m the world, twenty-two miles long
ELUSIVE BALL OF FIRE NEAR "GHOST between Mount Wilson and Mount Antonio'
'
Cal.
CITY" MYSTIFIES NORTHERN
OKLAHOMA FARMERS
Although his computations have reached virtual
A weird light in the form of a red ball of fire perfection, in the opinion of his friends Dr
which farmers declare has appeared for several Michelson said he hoped to repeat his resea:rche~
·consecutive nights over a country cemetery nea.r using a base line of between eighty and one
Claremore, Okla., is causing Northern Oklahoma hundred miles, during the Christmas holidays,
residents to plan· watch parties in an attempt to when the atmosphere would be clearer than that
explain the phenomenon. Some are of the belief of the four Summer months thi11 year.
,
it is St. Elmo's fire.
In making his report Dr. Michelson, who is
Farmers living nearby say the light appears President
the Academy, did not read from a
between 9 and 11 o'clock each night, glows bright- paper, butofspoke
extemporaneously, illustrating
ly for several minutes and gradually fades out to his experiment with
blackboard charts prepared
appear again in another place. .At no time, obalong._ He explained how he proservers claim, has it ·appeared more than a half l!-S he awent
Jected powerful hght through a narrow slit and
mile from the cemetery.
was spinning at the rate of
The light was first noticed by Roy Bryant, who to a Inirror whichper
minute. The light was reJives with his parents on a nearby farm. Bryant 30,000 revolutions
by anand several neighbors claim to have investigated, flected to the far end and was thrown back
Knowing
but on approachi~g the "ball of fire" it disap- other reflector to the original source.
peared. Its regular appearance near the cemetery the rate at which the mirror was revolving and
which is but a short distance from the deserted the distance between the two stations, he was
pioneer boom town of R'u by, is causing attempts able to calculate the velocity of light.
Dr. Michelson explained that he made five series
to link it with events of early day life in the
of observations with mirrors having eight, twelve
"ghost city" or with various superstitions.
and sixteen facets, spinning at different speeds.
Although the light resembles St. Elmo's fire,
The observations showed "remarkable agreem&ny believe it appears too regularly to be explained in that manner. St. Elmo's fire is de- ment." The five series of observations showed th~
scribed as of flame-like appearance, sometimes velocity of light to be 299,795 kilometers, 299 798
seen in stormy weather at prominent points on kilometres, 299,796 kilometers, 299,796 kilome~rs
He, therefore felt
ships and also on land on tops of trees or steeples, · and 299,796 kilometres.
It is in the nature of a brush charge of electricity, justified in accepting 299,796 kilometer~ per
·
second as the final record.
:reddish when positive and bluish when negative.

,
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OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS

- ·- LATEST ISSUES - Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They contain
1215 Young Wild West Locating a Lode; or, The Or•
Valuable Information on Almost
phans of Bowie Bar.
Every Subject.
1216 " Government Contract; or, Arletta and the Pony

1217 "
No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM
bOOK.-Containing the great oracle of human destiny.
also the true meaning of almost any kind of dreams
together with charms, ceremonies and curious games of
cards.
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.-The great book of
magic and card tricks, containing full Instructions on
all leading card tricks of the day, also the most popular
magical illusions as performed by our lending magicians; every hoy should obtain a copy of this book.
No. s. HOW TO FLIRT.-The nrts and wiles of
flirtation are fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of handkercMef, fan. glove,
parasol. window and hat flirtation, it contains a full list
of the language and sentiment of flowers.
No, 8. HOW TO BECOJ\m A · SCIENTIST.-A useful
and instructive book, giving a complete treatise on
chemistry: also experiments in acoustics, mechanics,
mathematics, chemistry, and directions for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons.
No. 9. HOW TO BECOJ\m A VENTRILOQUIST.-By
Harry Kennedy. Every intelligent boy r eading this
book of instruct.Ions can master the art, and create any
amount of fun for himsPlf and friends.
No. 10. HOW TO BOX.-The art of self-defense made
easy. Containing over thirty illustrations of guards,
blows, and the ditTerent positions of a good boxer.
Every boy should obtain one of these useful and instructive books, as . it will teach you how to box without
an Instructor.
No, U, HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.-A most
compl ete little book, containing full directions for writIng lovf'-letters, and when to use them, giving specimen
lettf'rs for young and old.
No. ts. HOW TO DO IT: OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.-lt Is a great life secret, and one that every
young man desires to know all about. There's happiness in it.
No. 15. HOW TO BECOJ\m RJCH.-This wonderful
book presents you with the example and life l'xperience
of some of the most noted and wealthy men in the
world . For those who asnire to fame and fortune, this
bonk will J:'iVP vou the secret.
.
No. 16. HOW TO KEEi' A WINDOW GARDEN.Containing fu ll instructions for constructing a window
gard en either in t own or country , and the most approved methni\s for raising heautitnl flowers at home.
No 17. HOW TO DRESS.-Contalni ng full in struction in thP art of dressing and appearing well at home
and ahroacl. giving the selections of colors, material, and
how to have them mndP up.
No. 18.

HOW TO BE{'OMl!J BEATTTIFUL.-Onf' of

the hr!ghtest nncl most valnahle little hooks ever given
to th e world. Evnybocly wishes to know how to become
bf'nutifnl, both male and female.
No. 29.

HO\V TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.-]j)very-

bodv should know bow inventions originated. This book
expiains them a_JI. givin_g examples ,in electrici_ty, hydrauli cs rna1:met1sm, ont,cs, pnenmntics, mechanics, f'tc.
No. so'. HO\V TO COOK.-One of the most instructive
hooks on cooking ever published. It contains recipes
for cooking meatR, fish. gnme, ancl oysters; also pies,
pucldings. cakes and all kinds , of pastry, and a grand
coJl ection of recipes. .
.
No 37. HO\V TO KEEi' HOU SE.-lt contains informati on fllr evervhody, boys. girls. men and women; It
will teach you 'how· to make almost anything arournj.
th e house. such as parlor ornaments. brackets. cements,
Aeoli an harps, nnd bird lime for cntchinir birds.
No, RR.

HOW TO BECOJ\m YOUR OWN DOCTOR.-

A wonderful book. containing useful and practical information in the trf'atment of ordinary disPnses and nilments commo n to every family. Abounding in useful
ancl pfl'~ctive recines for gen,:,rnl complaints.
No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAl'S.-Includlng hints on how to catch moles, wensels, otters, rats,
RQUirrels and birds. Also how to cure skins. Copious ly
illustratecl.

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S
,JOKE BOOK.-Containing a great variety of the latest

jokes used by the most famous end men. No runateur
minstrels is complete without this wonderful little book.
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Exoress.
Big Round -Up; or, The Champion Roper of tht
B. B. Ranch.
TwelvP. Shots: or, Arietta and the Raiders.
and the Golden Image: or, Lured to the Valley
of Death.
.
Balking a Rnld: or, Arletta's Leap tor Liberty.
Hunting in the Sierras; or, Arletta and the
Cinnamon Bear.
Saving the Block--house: or, Arietta and the
A.Jiles Attack.
and the Redskin Traitor: or, The Siege in the
Sand Hllls.
Holding a Herd; or, Arietta's Fiery Rn.ce
and the Ten Cow-Punchers; or, Besting a Bad
Bunch.
C• ught in a Cavern; or, Arletta's Shot in the
Dark.
Dividing tbe Gold; or, Settling a Claim Dispute.
After the Trail Thieves: or, Arletta's Round•
Up.
And the Pawnee Paleface: or, The Old Hunter'•
Secret.
Racing a Flood: OT, Arietta Shooting the
Rapids
'irndn~~~nto Peter"; or, The Fight at Buckhorn
Escaping Death: or, Arletta's Fifty Mlle Race.
Lost on the Desert; or, The Luck a Sand Storm
Brought.
And the Broken Gun; or, Arletta•s Quick Wit.
Fil!'hting the Cowboys; or, The Doom of the
"Hurrah" Outfit.
and the Death Dip: or, Arletta Fighting the
Smelter Fiends.
. •
And "Tarantula Tom": or, The Worst ''1¾: i:Mnn" In Arizona.
:..r i.·
and thf' Silent Six: or, Arietta'& Round-Up fn
a Cave.
and "Broken Bow'': or, The Siege of the
Settlers.
O•therlng Gold; or, Arietta's Wonderful Find.
Showing His Sklll; or, The Shoot-Up at "Show•
Do,vn."
Among the Apaches; or, Arietta and the Death:
Pit.
ancl the Government Detective ; or, Tracking a
Tricky Thief
Caught On the Cli.fl'.s; or, Arietta's Desperate
Climb.
and the Ranchman's Boy: or, The Sheep Herd•
N's Revenge.
and the Rival Outfits; or, Arietta•s Fight 011
the C11ttle Range.
.
With the Cavalry; or, The Fight at Bear Pass.
Finding a Fortune; or, Arietta and the Flooded
Clnim.
and the Mexican Raiders; or, Exposing a
Cattle King
und the Dynamite Fiends; or, Arletta and
the Avengers.
r.'::.
and the Tenderfoot's Legacy; or, Baffling tl/!41
Claim .Tumpers.
Helping the Sheritr; or, Arietta nod the Ex•
press Thieves.
and the P)lnntom Canoe: or, SohJng a Strange
Mystery.
Square Deal; or Arietta and the Rustler's
Daughter.
Stopping a "Ghost Dance;" or, The Charge ot
the Gallant 6th.
and the MIid Miner; or, Arietta and the Secret
of the Cliffs.
and "Gold Dust Bill:" or, The Man With tha
Yellow Streak. :)..
and the Death Brand: or, Arietta's Great Risk.
Pawnee Putsult; or, the White Flower or the
Redskins.
and the Mexican Man-Trap; or, Arietta in the
Robbers' Den.
Lively Lariat; or, Roping the Rustlers.
Duel with a Dozen; or, Arietta's only Chance.
Trailing a Treasure; or, Outwitting the Rood
Agents.
,.
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